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Words. I was reading a Paul Auster novel, City Of 
Glass, that talks about how heaven can only be 
rediscovered once mankind rediscovers the one, 
universal 'God' language that was lost in the 
aftermath of the fall of the Tower Of Babel. I've 
often found myself flummoxed at the inadequacy 
of words - that the only real way to communicate 
is through non-verbal means, that the words we 
use are too open to misinterpretation, not even that: 
simply that everyone is tutored differently. 

Somehow, this dilemma never seems to bother 
me when faced with a blank screen; tap a few 
letters on the keyboard and messages, metaphors, 
descriptions appear. It's almost magical. The 
computer keyboard is a conduit. I use it instead 
of having to wrestle inside my consciousness, 
to tap into the sullen depths. There's a rushing, 
tinkling piano echoing needlessly somewhere in 
the distance. There's a voice, spooling out emotion 



in incremental waves, buffeted by brass and rooted 
by a 4/4 beat. As the man sings - and he sings that 
you wouldn't pull feathers off a bird, or stop the 
ocean from rushing, so how can you deny him his 
love - you want to get down upon your knees, slap 
your chest, plead back to his sob-laced voice; no, no, 
Johnnie, of course I wouldn't. Of course I wouldn't. 
A guitar crackles and spits, laced with the distance 
of years and the quality of the recording: a black and 
white photograph that loses a little of its shading 
with each exposure, but not its resonance. Guitar 
is metal is hard sheen plastic are cool joints turning 
is coldness and lonely walks home, watching 
shadows grow, and fade, and return once more. 
These words above are meaningless. Not even 
psychobabble. If I look at them again in future years, 
will they hold any connotations or feelings for me, 
will I be pleased at the shapes they form in my 
mind's eye or will I think of them as stifling, aged? 



Working with words, in such close circumstances 
over so many years, you really grow to despise them. 

It's the lot of being a critic. 
Everett True 

I believe that the more closely you work with 
words, the more you grow to love them. However, 
in compiling our covermount CD, I ran into the 
problem of how to describe the music on it. Yes, 
it's bands from our first 1 4 issues and it's based 
somewhat on availability- but there's a certain 
flavour; a textural similarity between many of the 
songs that's hard to define. There should be a word 
for what makes a mixtape hang together, even 
when it's dictated by a predetermined brief and 
copyright law. Despite the many bands we missed 
(look out for Vol 2 !), I hope it kind of hangs together 
for you too, with few - hey, if any - FFWD moments. 
Frances Morgan 
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the new album - out 16.10.06 
lp, cd & download 



www.clinicvoot.org 
www.dominorecordco.com 





the new single- out now 
3 track 7" & enhanced, cd 
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THE ALBUM AVAILABLE NOW 
ON LONG PLAYER & COMPACT DISC 



CHERRY LIPS 



THE NEW SINGLE OUT 9 OCTOBER 



www.archiebronsonoutfit.co.uk 
www.dominorecordco.com 
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Edited by: Nicola Meighan 



This month: we get dumped, call the grammar police and chase up some US 
hip hop . Please send all letters to Nicola c/o Frances Morgan, Plan B Magazine, 
1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Rd, London WC1X 8ED, or email frances@planbmag.com. 
Letter Of The Month wins a prize -this month, the first two books in Black 
Dog's Labels Unlimited series: Warp and Rough Trade, both by Rob Young 



Kate, The Long Blondes. Photography: Cat Stevens 
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letter of the month 

I used to really love you, I truly 
did. Back when you were called 
Careless Talk Costs Lives, and 
even for a short while when 
you became Plan B, I was 
genuinely excited when a new 
issue arrived. I would pick over 
it for days, revelling in the fact 
I could read about the music 
I loved while marvelling at the 
illustrations. You were fresh, 
exciting, something to feel 
passionate about. Hell, you 
even smelt great! 

Now things have turned grey 
and your first monthly issue was 
the final one for me. I don't know 
what's happened, maybe I've 
become tired of Mr 'My Aim Is' 
True lauding one inept group 
of shamblers after another or 
telling us some mediocre load 
of toss (hello, The Long Blondes) 
is the greatest band ever just 
'cause he fancies the singer. (I'm 
old enough to remember his 
frankly embarrassing infatuation 
with Sail li from Bleach.) 

Your writing is great, but 
where Plan B used to charm and 
inform, it now reads like a clique- 
penned pseud-fest. Whether it's 
'Writer A' wanking into a froth 
over a Japanese video game, 
or 'Writer B' telling us how the 
talent-free daubings of some 
clearly mentally-disturbed 
individual are the pinnacle of 
art, it's all become horribly elitist. 

It was fun while it lasted 
though, and I am genuinely sad 
that things have soured for me. 
Also, there are loads of ads in 
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the new issue: way to keep 
your independence. 
Alex Botton, via email 

Aw Alex! Not even an, "It's not 
you, it's me "? Not even a, "We 
can still be friends"? We must 
have done you wrong indeed. 
I can't work out whether you're 
most affronted because we don't 
smell as nice as we used to (and 
we do, baby- inhale us close, and 
swoon!); or because our writers 
(allegedly) crack the odd one 
out over Japanese video games 
(it's better than being caught 
with your pants at your ankles 
while 'watching' When Good 
Pets Go Bad, no?); or because 
ET likes The Long Blondes (he is 
far from alone; and as for Salli 
from Bleach: can you blame 
the man??); but whatever the 
primary cause of yr denigration, 
we can but attempt to alleviate 
yr spirits by appointing yr 'Dear 
John' dispatch Letter Of The 
Month: we'll send you literary 
solace by way of adieu. 

One final thing thought: 
loads of ads in the new 
issue? Absolutely, and we're 
duly thrilled: promotional 
communiques from the likes 
of Forte, Southern, Rough Trade, 
ATP, Domino, Warp, 4 AD, City 
Slang and Wichita chiefly reflect 
not capitalist pressures, or evils, 
but rather mutual ideals. And 
of course, they keep our heads 
above water: this is the way to 
keep our independence, indeed. 

Go if you must, but go fully 
assured of that. 



Now that the 'New' 'Musical' 
'Express' has declared 'War' 'On' 
'Emo' ; can we expect to see Plan B 
getting its ruck on with any genre, 
subgenre or letter of the alphabet? 
The Natch, via email 

Curious entreaty, my definitively- 
articled Natch: last month 's letters 
page gave rise to ambush the 
linguistic infraction that is the F* eking 
Aster* sk, but - other than that - 
we're do not discriminate against the 
myriad realms of alphabet or indeed 
of genre. That said, I cannot physically 
abide the letter 'J' (such a half-arsed, 
wannabe-vowel, don't you think?), 
and there are strict regimens 
regarding metaphor usage in one 
particular Plan B boot camp: Louis is 
waging a one-man crusade against 
bird symbolism in print as we speak. 

I'm upset by a few grammatical 
errors in your September issue. 

There's an errant 'it's' (in 
the Michel LeGrand review); a 
meandering 'bands' (in the Rapture 
review); and a deviant 'e' in Tracyanne 
Campbell's lead quotation in the 
Camera Obscura feature. 

I've no intent of coming on all 
Lynne Truss toward your otherwise 
excellent, and unique, publication, 
but please: no more of these crimes 
against morphology. 
Robin Ceres, Cardiff 

/ recalibrate my comments to The 
Natch, above: Plan B is launching the 
'War' 'On ' 'Grammar' at 0800 hours 
GMT. Best spot from next issue wins 
a mystery prize (give you a due: there 
isn't one). 

I would like to let last month's Joos 
Enthusiast know she is not alone in 
admiring David Berman's arms, but 
I draw the line at the image you 
painted of the pasty, past-it Blixa 
Bargeld in a muscle vest. You put 
me off my Haloumi. For life. 
Beth Ditto's Tattoo 

May I suggest the Norwegian toffee- 
cheese, Gjetost? Much more orange 
in pallor: less Blixa Bargeld, more Kerry 
Katona. Delicious. 

OK, I get that Plan B has covered UK 
hip hop a lot (too much). But when 
exactly are we going to get regular 
coverage of US albums? A few 
throwaway reviews, months after 
the fact? Yeah, don't worry - it's only 
the most exciting, popular music in 
the world today. And can I just say 
to Casiotone For The Painfully Alone 
-50 Cent got shot 11 times! Dude's 
allowed to be negative! 
Rose Penn, Bodmin 



Rose: my octogenarian feline had 
her whiskers extracted, her tail 
amputated and was shot 1 times 
by an airgun-toting whelk. She still 
miaows sweetly, purrs like a queen 
bee and greets every day with cheery 
disposition. 50 Cent's a grown-up 
dude and I say to him, as I say to thee 
- rise above my friend, and smile. 

As for US hip hop, it's something 
we're endeavouring to address: major 
label 'caution ' equals a sorry dearth 
of upfront review copies (and legit 
advance downloadable sources), so 
although we've recently scribed upon 
the likes of Outkast, Pharrell, E40, 
Kelis, Cut Chemist, J Dilla and Raydar 
Ellis among others, coverage is 
sometimes, by necessity, late in the 
day. That said, and fingers crossed, 
this y\/\\\ change. 

I've bought two issues of the 
magazine now, and I've been 
compelled to rip both of them up. 
Don't get me wrong; I'm pleased 
with what I've discovered - but 
some of your photos and illustrations 
are just begging to adorn my walls. 

From the last issue alone I was 
urged to exhibit the Prince illustration 
from Miss AMP's Sarah Doyle piece, 
and various Freak Scene: Osaka pages 
(the masks! the colour! the hats! 
the fish !). Not since the days of 
Smash Hits' New Kids On The Block 
centrefolds have I been so compelled 
to remove stuff from a mag and stick 
it up in my surrounds. 
Anna Mathers, Newcastle 

Sarah Doyle's Prince image was 
indeed awesome - gagging to 
be made into a duvet cover range 
methinks - but don 't forget you 
can embellish yr ad hoc ripped-up 
artsy fixtures with some bona fide 
Plan B wall hangings: bespoke prints 
and individual artwork and myriad 
pictorial goody bags can be acquired 
afwww.planbmag.com. 

I came across your organ for the first 
time earlierthis month: I can't believe 
that I didn't know you - or your online 
forum - existed. Very much enjoyed 
the pieces on Ronnie Spector, James 
Holden, Bonnie 'Prince' Billy and 
The Gossip, but I must say your 
magazine was conspicuous among 
the magazine racks in its absence 
of freebie or cover-mount CD. 

Might we see gratis gifts over the 
coming issues? 
Pete Lonsdale, via email 

Pete, Pete, Pete. We give you the 
gift of the image and the gift of the 
word. Why cheapen that with cover- 
mount sex-toys, or CDs touting 
Zutons B-sides? 



6 1 plan b 




THE BRONX 
The Bronx 

OUT NOW ON CD AND LIMITED CD 

The Bronx return with their second self-titled album, 
and what an album it is! The best punk rock band in 
the world right now? Who could argue?! 

Rocksound - "by far the best punk rock album of 06" 
Mojo - "a blast of raw power anthems" 

ON TOUR IN THE UK: 

13th Oct London, Dirty Sounds @ Barfly 

14th Oct Oxford, Zodiac 

15th Oct Cardiff, Barfly 

16th Oct York, Barfly 

17th Oct Leeds, Cockpit 

18th Oct Manchester, Roadhouse 

19th Oct Liverpool, Barfly 

20th Oct Nottingham, Rock City 

21st Oct Glasgow, Barfly 

22nd Oct Sheffield, Corporation 

23rd Oct Birmingham, Barfly 

1st Nov London, Islington Academy 

www.thebronxxx.com 




ESPERS 
Espers II 

OUT NOW ON CD 

A pinnacle recording of the Freak-Folk scene, II is an 
incredible album which has been rightly praised 
everywhere from Mojo (4/5), through the NME (8/10), all 
the way to the Sunday Telegraph (4/5) and the Guardian 
(4/5) 

ESPERS ON TOUR: 

Nov 17 
Nov 18 
Nov 19 
Nov 21 
Nov 23 
Nov 24 
Nov 25 
Nov 27 
Nov 29 
Dec 01 
Dec 03 



Antwerpen, Belgium 

Brussels, Belgium 

Bristol, UK • Nov 20 Edinburgh, UK 

Manchester, UK • Nov 22 London, UK 

Paris, France 

Clermont-Ferrand, France 

Durango, Spain • Nov 26 Castellon, Spain 

Barcelona, Spain • Nov 28 Milan, Italy 

Fribourg, Switzerland • Nov 30 St. Gallen, CH 

Berlin, Germany • Dec 02 Utrecht, Netherlands 

Rotterdam, Netherlands 




See www.espers.org for details. 



PETER, BJORN & JOHN 
Writer's Block 

OUT NOW ON CD AND LP 

Including the recent top 40 single and summertime 
whistle anthem, 'Young Folks', Writer's Block is a 
fantastic collection of warm, dreamy, 60s psyche- 
pop tinged classics. This is an album you cannot 
help but fall in love with. 

Uncut -4/5 • NME -9/10 "Outrageous fun" 



The new single 'Let's Call It Off 
in stores October 23rd on CD 
and seven inch single. 



SEE THE BAND LIVE IN THE UK: 

Oct 26 London, Shepherds Bush Empire 

Oct 27 Sheffield, Plug 

Oct 28 Leeds, The Faversham 

www.peterbjornandjohn.com 

www.wichita-recordings.com 




Wichita 



JUSTINEEUCn?A 
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OUT NOW 

CD and LP 

The debut album from this new City Slang artist. From Australia 
via Berlin, Justine Electra will not fail to charm. 

"a beguiling mix of Joni Mitchell and Karen Carpenter with 
scratchy, lo-riding production skills... a sassy home spun debut" 
DJ magazine 

"startlingly good music" Metro 

"proper songs.. .a great voice" Straight No Chaser 

"the new comedown queen" Buzz 

"the dazed sensuality of a 21st century Joni Mitchell" 4/5 The Mirror 

"sultry voice and alluring acoustics... an intoxicating fusion of 
slide guitars, piano and playful intonation" 4/5 The Sun 



ocic 



vjvjvj. city slang, com 



LAMBCHOP Damaged 

Ltd CD, CD and LP 

OBSERVER MUSIC MONTHLY: ALBUM OF THE MONTH 

TIME OUT: 5/6 • MOJO: 4/5 • UNCUT: 4/5 • Q: 4/5 • RECORD 

COLLECTOR: 4/5 • ROCKSOUND: 9/10 • DJ: 4/5 • TOUCH 5/5 

UK & EIRE TOUR - OCTOBER 2006 

MON 23rd LONDON, SHEPHERDS BUSH EMPIRE 

TUES 24th LIVERPOOL, PHILHARMONIC HALL 

WEDS 25th BRISTOL, ST GEORGES 

THURS 26th DUBLIN, VICAR STREET 

FRI 27th BELFAST FESTIVAL AT QUEENS, MANDELA HALL 

SAT 28th GLASGOW, ABC 

SUN 29th READING, CONCERT HALL 

COMING SOON 

THE ALBUM LEAF Into The Blue Again 

In stores from October 2nd on CD 

The latest album from Jimmy LaValle (aka The Album Leaf) is coming 
soon... featuring collaborations with members of Black Heart 
Procession, Telefon Tel Aviv and others. 



songs in the key of 
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Songs In The Key OfB is our attempt to gather together some of our favourite stuff from the first 
14 issues of Plan B magazine and present it to you in handy compilation form. There are all kinds of 
eccentric, distinctive, beautiful and bloody-minded sounds here # from the triumphant punk gospel 
of The Gossip to Ellen Allien and Apparat's fluid bubble-beats, via Sonic Youth and some brand-new 
Balkan fervour from A Hawk And A Hacksaw. Next issue, look out for the We Got Actions Too cover- 
mount CD, Southern's latest mighty sampler including Sunn 0)))/Boris, Evens and The Melvins 



The Gossip: Yr Mangled Heart 
(live, 100 Club) 

"Somewhere between Beth Ditto's ebullient vocals, Nathan 
Howdeshell's kinetic guitar, and Hannah Billie's driving beats 
is an urge - an urge to dance, certainly; but one that touches 
somewhere just beyond the bottom of your lungs" 
-Melissa Bradshaw, issue 14 

Live at the 1 00 Club 1 4 June 2006. Written by Patterson/Howdeshell/Blilie. 
Published by Dark Lives (ASCAP). Recorded and mixed by Gut Katsav (P)&(C) 2006 
Back Yard Recordings www.gossipyouth.co.uk 

Sonic Youth: I Dreamed I Dream 

"So Thurston Moore's leaning over the front of the stage, 
lanky, his instrument howling with distortion; one moment 
he's sawing at the edge of an amplifier and throwing his 
guitar into the galley; the next he's pulling a speaker across 
the stage, lacerating sound. Steve Shelley slumps down low 
over his drums, spent, occasionally hammering a floor torn" 
-Everett True, issue 7 

Taken from the album Sonic Youth. (P) 2006 Geffen Records. (C) 2006 Geffen 
Records, a Universal Music company. www.sonicyouth.com 

Dirty Three: Great Waves 

"It's this journey from despair to redemption and back again 
that forms the drama of Dirty Three's music and is almost 
palpable in their live performances: sonically and physically, 
the band act out love and loss and cyclical, maddening 
sadness like no other" 

- Frances May Morgan, issue 1 

Taken from the album Cinder. (P)&(C) 2005 Anchor & Hope under exclusive 
license to Bella Union www.anchorandhope.com 

A Hawk And A Hacksaw: In The River 

"Wild-eyed, dishevelled and possessed, Jeremy Barnes 
looks as though he has crawled his way here through 
a forest's undergrowth: an embittered clown, a cursed poet, 
a persecuted prophet, or a quivering-faced puppeteer" 

- Robin Wi Iks, issue 7 

Taken from the album The Way The Wind Blows. Written by Jeremy Barnes and 
Heather Trost. Produced by Jeremy Barnes. Copyright control. (P) 2006 A Hawk 
And A Hacksaw under exclusive license to The Leaf Label Ltd 
www.theleaflabel.com www.ahawkandahacksaw.co.uk 



Electrelane: Eight Steps 

" Electrelane's new record, Axes, is characterised by the sheer 
joy it radiates. Not dumb joy, but joy at being alive and able to 
feel not only happiness but pain, loss, absence, fear and all 
the rest" 
-Joe Stannard, issue 6 

Taken from the album Axes. (C)Too Pure (P) 2005 Chrysalis Music 

www.electrelane.com 

Final Fantasy: This Lamb Sells Condos 

"Violin loops are twirling out of the stereo, curling around our 
heads like something from some Classic FM advert. I'm 
expecting bluebirds with ribbons in their beaks to start flying 
through the windows" 
-Miss AMP, issue 12 

Taken from the album He Poos Clouds. Produced and composed by Owen Pallett. 
Lyrics by Owen Pallett. Copyright controlled byTomlab. (P)&(C) 2006Tomlab. 

www.tomlab.com 

Magnetic Fields: Smoke And Mirrors 

"Their concert is glorious, shambolic and enormously 
appreciated. It would be an exaggeration to say there's not a 
dry eye in the house, but there are certainly a few moist ones" 

- Sophie Heawood, issue 3 

Taken from the album Get Lost. (C) 1 995 by Stephin Merritt. Published by Gay and 
Loud (ASCAP). Domino Recording Co Ltd www.houseoftomorrow.com 

Animal Collective: Fickle Cycle 

"There's an unexpected energy rising, a joyous, irresistible 
surge starting deep in the heart and fizzing up into the brain. 
It's the climb to the top of a rollercoaster when you're 1 
years old. It's the heart-thumping thrill of your first kiss" 

- Daniel Spicer, issue 9 

Taken from the EP 'Grass'. (P) FatCat Records 2005 (C) Animal Collective 2005. 
Publisher: Rough Trade Publishing Ltd. http://fat-cat.co.uk 

Ellen Allien and Apparat: Way Out 

"The fearlessness of it all is beautiful: Allien and Apparat 
seize new ideas and run with them, bending them to suit their 
purposes and always ready to swerve off in unknown 
directions if the mood takes them" 
-Alex Macpherson, issue 11 

Taken from the album Way Out. Written and produced by Ellen Allien and Sascha 
Ring. Published by BPitch Control Music Publishing/Random Noize Musick. (P) 
2006 BPitch Control. www.bpitchcontrol.de 



Chicks On Speed: MySpace 

"They've got to be girls. They've got to be total show- 
offs. Live, I want: chaos, flair, costume changes, capes, 
choreographed dance routines; a visual evisceration. I want 
to come away drenched in sweat and frizzy-haired and damp 
between the legs. I want I want I want" 

- Miss AMP, issue 

Lyrics: Anat Ben David, Kiki Morse, Alex Murray-Leslie, Melissa Logan. Music: 

Anat Ben David, Kiki Morse, Alex Murray-Leslie, Melissa Logan, a Scholar and a 

Physician. 

Produced by Chicks On Speed and a Scholar and a Physician. Recorded at Truck 

Studios, www.chicksonspeed-records.com (P)&(C) Chicks On Speed. 

www.chicksonspeed.com 

Love Is All: Spinning And Scratching 

"A delirious cocktail of the agit-femme new wave of Kleenex 
and Lora Logic, the spin-around-the-room energy of Nena 
and The Photos and the cotton candy and motor oil echo 
of The Shangri-Las" 
-Pil and Galia Kollectiv, issue 11 

Taken from the album Nine Times The Same Song. Written by Love Is All. Produced 
by Love Is All and Woodie Taylor. Mixed by Woodie Taylor. Published by Universal 
Music Publishing Ltd www.loveisall.tk 

Liars: Let's Not Wrestle Mt Heart Attack 

"They flex and adapt and bend, but they do not break. They 
mirror the constant struggle many of us are engaged in, doing 
what we can with the means at our disposal, alchemising our 
circumstances into something we can be proud of" 
-Joe Stannard, issue 10 

Taken from the Album Drum's NotDead.{?) 2006 Mute Records Limited. Licensed 
courtesy of Mute Records Limited www.liarsliarsliars.com 

Black Dice: Motorcycle 

"There are weirdly tribal rhythms and filtered chants, like an 
urban voodoo ceremony heard through a vent in a factory 
wall. There is a weirdly ambiguous, shifting texture to the 
sound - a sound built out of layers that overlap like the edges 
of snakes' scales rather than pile up like sediment" 

- Frances May Morgan, issue 8 

Taken from the album Broken Ear Record. (P)&(C) 2005 DFA LLC under exclusive 
license to EMI Records Ltd www.blackdice.net 
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alternative 
germination 



ds: Dave Rowlinson 

wk And A Hacksaw Ph 



•tography: Cat Stevens 



The Green Man Festival 
Glanusk Park, Brecon Brecons 

17 August, 5pm Our car curves through 
the twisting, undulating hills of the Brecon 
Beacons. Somewhere, we've missed a turn, 
come up against a flock of sheep in the road 
- but we retrace our path, find the narrow 
lane, exchange tickets for wrist-bands, meet 
up with our meet-ups... and relax. Oh man, the 
hills — the hills are everywhere, surrounding, 
intimidating, protecting, and the weather 
is warm and balmy, product of Brecon's 
tranquil microclimate. The main field is empty 
and serene, with rolling grass banks forming 
a half-amphitheatre -just right for music, and 
for people. There's cinemas, science workshops, 
summer fete stalls, a big tent for dancing, 



Hidden spots full of reclusive festival 
folk, eye-stretchingly huge trees and 
ponds that afford the first glance of 
face for three days 




a campf ire for warming, and a beer tent in 
the courtyard with a little Green Man cafe 
stage. And beer is 50p cheaper if you keep the 
pint pot. It's environmental/ economic genius. 

18 August, 8.30am Rain is in, hills and 
trees covered in mist. Damn microclimate. 
We buy strong black coffee, toast and fake 
marmite from the cute, smiley kids in the cute 
smiley tea'n'toast van, don our shiny new pac- 
a-macs, old sneakers, and new wellies, and 
head straight to the arena. Philip Roebuck 
has every instrument ever stuck on his front, 
back, and sides and makes a delightful racket, 
M Ward abandons bourbon-soaked blues for 
a whooping party set- but we're distracted 
by a nearby coconut shy. Hit one and 
it's quickly cracked, drunk, and 
eaten -tastes odd, but one 
must celebrate one's victories. 
M ist d raws i n, so we 
take refuge in the muggy, 
steaming Folkey Dokey 
tent, and for now 
it must all be 
-m too much 

because sleep 
wins us over. 



soundtracked by the gentle prettiness of 
Skygreen Leopards and rain pounding on 
the Big Top. We wake for Graff Rhys, and 

understand every word of every soo^eve" 
though it's in Welsh -just through that to. .„ 
of voice, through those inflections. Standing f . 
high in the hills, we watch Donovan from 
afar, puzzle at his odd Jamaican accent, 
and then pack around the Green Man Cafe 
for A Hawk And A Hacksaw - a man with 
a drumstick attached to his hat. It takes charm 
to pull that off -charm, and accordions, and 
violins, and all manner of other folkie tricks. 

Later, communal campfires burn high 
into sky, people gathered around sat on logs, 
their faces flickering with orange light and 
dark shadows, and we're surrounded by 
acoustic guitars, all playing simultaneously, 
merging into a discordant, but oddly 
comforting mash of noise. 

19 August, 12.30pm Festival fug is in. 
It's time for Foxface, who wear masks, play 
theremins and accordions and uncover songs 
about shipwrecks, clothes and jewellery. 
Euros Childs sings about a donkey island, 
while Voice Of The Seven Woods' cloud-like 
fuzziness induces feverish, fitful sleep. Need 
food, and a chorizo pie with mash and gravy 

is so comforting it almost forces tears. Dig out 
portable radio for football scores: West Ham 
win! Full of joy, so abandon a walkthrough 
the mud (our destroyed Converse offer a silent 
thank-you) for a roam around the site, finding 
hidden spots full of reclusive festival folk, eye- 
stretchingly huge trees, and ponds that afford 
the first glance of face for three days (quickly 
look away from bedraggled wreck). On the 
main stage, David Berman reads out a 'lost 
child' notice - is it genuine, or new lyrics? Hard 
to tell. Berman seems tougher through touring 
- he looks to Cassie less - and after the show he 
sits on the edge of stage, laughing and chatting 
with fans. Jose Gonzalezzz? Hell no. Kieran 
Hebden and Steve Reid? Hell yes! Later, 1 5 
years of taking a penknife to festivals is finally 
justified when a girl, near-exhausted through 
asking everyone in the bar, begs for corkscrew 
to open wine bottle. Pop cqrk with great gusto 
and rhythm, hand bottle over and much later, 
traipse back to the tent, no idea of the time. 

20 August, 11am The microclimate is 
back to positive, and we laze on grassy banks 
drinking red wine, reading Sunday papers 
loaned by generous folk in front. People 
stumble the site with lop-sided grins and 
a weary, exalted inertia lays heavy in the 
air. We head to the Cinema Tent, where 
Sunburned Hand Of The Man are 
improvising a soundtrack to Invasion Of 
Thunderbolt Pagoda. On screen, a women 
attaches a large unicorn horn to her groin 
and gyrates over a man on the floor, the 
music building to a groaning trance. Outside, 
we watch Cerys Matthews, who's aged 
gracefully, radiating warmth and peacefulness 
and folksy cowgal gentleness (Green Man ic — _ 
often musically challenging, but doesn't need 
to be). And finally, Calexico necessitate 

the last dance, drag signs of life from beaten 
limbs with their wonderfully ragged Mexicana 
rhythms. At first we're not ready to finish, 
hunt the site looking for last kicks. Bi 
languorous souls soon succumb, slow 
against walls, sloping back to tents. 

We sleep the sleep of the truly cor 
And the Green Man watches over us. 
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BARDO POND - SIX ORGANS OF ADMITTANCE ■ JAGGED MOTHERFUCKER - CHAfiALAMBIDES - MY CAT IS AN ALIEN 
THE SKATERS MELUNS MAGIK MARKERS ALEXANDER TUCKER - DEERHOOF WOODEN WAND 
SUNBU R NED HAND OF THE MAN RKHARD YOUNGS WGtf^ 

AWESOME COLOUR - DKT MC5 FIAT. MARK ARM - DINOSAUR JR - GANG CF FOUR- BE YOUR OWN PET- NU El tt^H WOUND 
AARON DILLOWAY - MAJOR STARS MOUTHUS - BJjOOD STEREO - DOUBLE LEOPARDS 

BUTUNS MlNEHEAD ISA NATIONAL EXPfiESS COACH STOP FDR TRAVEL TO AfeD fflOM ALL DVEH ENGLAND, SCOTLAND ANO WAtfS. 
NEW IMPROVED ACCOMMODATION/ PROPER CINEMA/ 3 VENUES/ 4 BARS AND SANDY BEACHES fcEABBY- 
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Jackie-0 
Motherfucker 

FLAGS OF THE SACRED HARP 

"JOMFhave crafted something wholly, 
wondrously, their own from the raw 
materials of their heritage" 
4/5 Stars, Underground Album of the Month 

MOJO 

"A phantasmagoric career high" 4/5 Stars 
UNCUT 



Bardo Pond 

TICKET CRYSTALS 

"damn loud and a damn fine 
album "4/5 Stars 

GIGWISE 

"a revelation with its mix of shroomy 
psychedelic jammer y and acoustic 
tunefulnes" 

FLUXBLOG 



Coming out 
next month.... 

Alexander Tucker 

FURROWED BROW 

"Alexander Tucker is a 
genius and the real deal" 

poptones.co.uk 



www.atpfestival .com 
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the void 



Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Meg Hunt 



This is a trip. 

"We don't try to be overtly political," drawls Black Angels guitarist 
Christian Bland, son of a Presbyterian preacher man. "We try to talk about 
life, and what's happening." 

"A mysterious vibe flows through each song," states drummer Stephanie 
Bailey, a former marketing and English student. "Images of war... modern 
day chaos... heaven and hell, whether they exist or not. Some songs are 
darker than others." 

This is a trip - a bad trip: a trip where lights hover ominously overhead 
and you wish to fuck you took drugs because then at least you could 
explain away these feelings of doom, depression, decay and despair. It's 
a claustrophobic trip because these twenty-somethings know that this time 
- their generation - there's no fucking way they can escape the shadow 
of The Bomb, that the apocalypse is coming whether they want it or no; 
a heady trip as drums explode and psych rock guitar layers upon psych rock 
guitar, and heavy stoner groove follows heavy stoner groove; a trip like 
the primordial metal gods and Leary acolytes once took, but made more 
contemporaneous by relentless magnetic devotion; a trip like Spacemen 3 
once took on 'Revolution', or Queens Of The Stone Age made on their 
debut, or- god damn it, I don't wantto mention Black Rebel Motorcycle 
Club, but three out of four members of the Texas six-piece The Black Angels 
do, and who am I to swim against the flow? 

"It's dark, trance-y and ominous," muses multi-instrumentalist Kyle 
Hunt, the man who helped the Angels record the post-millennial Passover, 
a thunderous, monstrous debut album. "It moves. It's got swagger. It's 
droney enough to keep you fixated but the vocal melodies are really good. " 



'It's almost a ceremony 
when we play. Everything 
else disappears' 



This is a good trip: one wherein you can easily lose yourself, one for 
when you get fed up of listening to The Velvet Underground's 'Black Angel's 
Death Song' (hold on, I have a feeling I know where this band's name came 
from) but want more of the same. It hurts. It soothes. It comforts. It fucking 
soliloquises. The Black Angels have been together for two years - ever since 
Christian reunited with his friend from Junior High in Seabrook, Texas, 
vocalist Alex Maas - and the groove is just starting to get grounded. 

"I grew up in a small town in Texas called Gun Barrel City," reveals 
keyboardist Jennifer Raines, daughter of a funeral parlour director. "When 
I was 11 or 1 2, my mom gave me The Doors' LA Woman. That was my save. " 

"On stage, the music takes over, " Christian explains. "It's almost a 
ceremony when we play. The music flows through, and everything else 
around us disappears." 

Sometimes ('Bloodhounds On My Trail'), The Black Angels sound like 
Dandy Warhols, but we're in a good mood today so we won't let that bother 
us. But mostly, this is a fucking angry trip - charged and depressed by the US 
of A's warmongering stance. The Black Angels fear for their own future and 
use that fear to psych themselves further. Check 'Young Men Dead'. Check 
the new single, The First Vietnamese War' - no one learns a fucking thing 
from history, not one. 

"Being here in Texas, people are very supportive of George Bush," 
grimaces Christian. " Here in Austin, it's a little more liberal. He's from 
Connecticut. He claims Texas as his home state. 'Welcome to Texas: home 
of George W Bush' -that's funny." 

He's not laughing. 

www.theblackangels.com 
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The Fratellis 

+ Switches +Mumanzi 

THURSDAY 19TH OCTOBER 

BIRMINGHAM UNIVERSITY GUILD OF STUDENTS 



The View 

+fhe Cinematics +Pui)Ti|erTail 

WEDNESDAY 25TH OCTOBER 

QUEEN MARGARET UNION (QMU) GLASGOW 

Mystery Jets 

+747s +Tiny lancers 

THURSDAY 26TH OCTOBER 
LEEDS MET UNIVERSITY 
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jFerwara", Russia! 
Get Cave. 
Wear Caie. Fly. 

+Channel *ne 

SATURDAY 11TH NOVEMBER 
MANCHESTER ACADEMY 2 




THURSDAY 16TH NOVEMBER 
UNIVERSITY COLLEGE DUBLIN (UCD) 



TICKETS AVAILABLE FROM 
TICKETWEB.CO.UK 24 HOUR 
TICKET HOTLINE 0870 907 0999 
AND FROM STUDENT UNION 
TICKET OUTLETS. 
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guided tour: printed circuit 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography? Jonathan Tyjjier 



We don't want compressed actual audio, realworld 
soundtracks. We don't want ads in games. We heart 
Nintendo. We like fantasy. We're here for fun. We like 
Printed Circuit, who makes old school videogame music 
with hotwired gameboys, pirate software and aged 
synths bigger than pianos. 

If I owned an iPod, I would listen to The Wonderful 
Technique (CatmobWe) -the sound of pixel lated 
sunbeams and notes like pure colour tone - while 
ambling along Brighton's oversubscribed promenade 
jumping onto walls and attempting to break things with 
my head. This would enhance my overall quality of life 
significantly, I feel - every beep a fluttering Tamagotchi 
heartbeat, every low-end shuffle another stage 
completed and every blinding pain another concussion. 
Anyhows, I got Claire Broadley from Leeds, who equals 
Printed Circuit to reverse engineer the album for me. . . 

Semi-Finals 

" I was trying to capture the 'feel' of a competition or 
a race. There is a little rhythmic false start, and the whole 
thing has two similar melodies competing against each 
other for your attention. It's supposed to be edgy and 
pacey. It might remind you of playing Track And Field." 

Boy Genius 

"This song is written entirely on a Nintendo Gameboy, 
using software called Little Sound DJ. I didn't want to go 
too far down the route of working on one all the time 
because there are a lot of people who specialise in that, 
far better than me! I was pleased with this first attempt 
though. The title is a pun on the Gameboy theme. " 

Osaka Slalom 

" I had the intro in mind for a long time, but with a 
harpsichord sound. I couldn't get the right tone so 
I changed it back to a synth, then the whole samba 
rhythm/C64 melody just evolved from that. At the end 
of gigs, we always let this one run on autopilot and go 
and dance in the audience." 

Computer Is My Friend 

"The title comes from a scene in Revenge Of The Nerds, 
where the boy nerd impresses the girl nerd by sitting at 
a computer and instantly programming a cartoon of 
them dancing together." 

Artists mentioned during course of interview but not 
mentioned: BBC Radiophonics Workshop, The Human 
League, 2Unlimited, a Korg MS2000 and a Nokia 
Mobira. You can't yet buy this record in shops because 
it's deeper underground than Bowser's Lava Garden. 
Instead, head to www.printed-circuit.net. 




parenthetical girls 

Words: Kieron Gillen 



Parenthetical Girls' stock in trade is the sort of 
nostalgia that itches, and you can't help but 
scratch for years after the fact. Pain which you 
hold onto because - y'know - sometimes the pain 
is all you have, and that it hurts means that it must 
have meant something. The intense memories of 
feelings and physical sensations, but seen through 
a saccharine-lens so over-bright that it feels more 



'It's an attempt to 
honestly explore a 
womanhood free of 
romance' 



sickly than blissful. "Personally, nostalgia and regret 
are pretty interchangeable forces, and I'm careful 
to temper both as much as possible, lest I end 
up in 'Summer Of 69' territory," explains Zac 
Pennington, the man behind the androgynous, 
awkward falsetto. 

In the band's string of incarnations, Zac's the 
sole continuing Parenthetical Girl. You may have 
first encountered them on their vinyl-only 2004 
(((GRRRLS))) (now on CD), bearing the marks of 
Dead Science's Jherek Bischoff and Xiu Xiu's Jamie 
Stewart. Jherek and fellow Dead Sciencer Sam 
Mickens collaborated with Zac on the new, startling 
Safe As Houses. It's a fluid membership, to say 
the least. In comparison, the current line-up of 
Matt Carlson (formally trained in avant-garde 
composition), the relative non-musician of Rachael 



Jensen and "presently undefined gentleman" Eddy 
Crichton being -whisper it-almost band-like. 

Parenthetical Girls are the product of marrying 
someone who writes fundamentally pop structures 
with people whose presence fundamentally warps 
such things. "As much as I really love pure, sincere 
pop music, I've grown extremely weary of most of 
its trappings," Zac explains. "Basically, I'll write the 
basic elements of a pop song, and then be totally 
dissatisfied until someone completely fucks it up 
and helps me put it back together again." 

Fundamentally, we're dealing with pop songs 
drugged to insensibility, staggering through the 
streets dressed in the finest outlandish garments 
that his varied collaborators have begat, grabbing 
strangers and talking with the sort of squirm- 
inducing direct honesty. 

And while framed in comatose-Spector lullabies, 
it's the lyrical content that leaves stains on the mind. 
For its full effect, look at 'I Was The Dancer', where 
Pennington sings the harrowing confession of a girl 
recalling how pregnancy "took nine months to 
destroy my body" , her life-honed grace lost forever, 
all addressed at the child who "tore me asunder". 
A man writing in precise detail - in a pitch which 
you suspect could explode into hysteria at any 
second - about such subject matter could be 
read as misogyny. 

"From my point of view, the record - however 
bleak - is quite the opposite, " explains Zac, " It's an 
attempt, in part, to honestly explore a womanhood 
free of romance, by envisioning myself, with all 
of my emotional baggage, in very real, uniquely 
feminine situations. So in that respect, the misogyny 
that some people seem to be experiencing is 
probably more a matter of self-loathing". 

A glance at the artwork make such instincts 
all too visible. Pubescent Pennington twins lie in 
intimate, implicitly quasi-incestuous positions. 
It's a narcissistic wind-up until you notice the 
expressions show exactly how bored the couple 
are of this: even when your lover's yourself, you 
eventually want out. Perhaps especially then. 

www.slendermeanssociety.com 
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BILLY CHILDISH 

j^^ HRST 

BILLY CHILDISH ALBUM 
Compiled by Mr Childish this 
mid-pfke compilation feaiure-t 
I fl tracks incFuding The Buff 
Med ways, The Hcadcoacs, 
Thee Hcadcoalcw & his latest 
project The Chatham Singers 
& The Buffets. 
DAMAGED GOODS - CD 
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iALES 

OUT OF TRUE 

Morally sound, cynically sweet, 
disturbingly corned' c, carelessly 
nnd unconjcioujly cOol+'G 
OF Tr^e 1 is as true as it gets. 
IRON MAN- CD 



SOPHIA 
TECHNOLOGY \ 
SAVE US 
From lushly orc^ m 

ll.MMIIIKMl1.ll-, '.11 Jl.. 

noise and a dark lyff-taJ depth 
rarely found in tody's music, 
Being hailed as Robm Prypi-r- 
Sheppard's (Sophia/ "" 
most ambitious album to i 
FLOWERSHOP - 2CD JT 




DEAD OR AMERICAN 

ENDS 

vie dcbul album from 
_ v ui*Fi underground pott- 
ardcore Jongs. For fans oF 
The Jesus liard, Cable. Hdmct* 
' "hS jJbUflnl rhil grjh JrOU 
ills! 
. PIRANHA * CD 



'ASTREAM 

VAVONS 

fully played bittersweet 

i folk musk that recalls 

nek Drake A Will Ol 

A wondrous hcar^nejker 

of a record* 

FQRTUNAPOP- C 
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LIPRON 
BtSCUtTS FOR CERBERUS 
An amazing col lection of exotic 
pop tunes & spellbinding lyrics 
wrapped In Hawaiian guitar. 6CH 
organ, accordion, mandolin, 
clarinet & instruments you've 

heard before 1 

DQG-CQ 




THE LOW LOWS 

FIRE ON THE BRIGHT SKY 
Rjdiant. desperate debut album 
from Georgia trio, with bright 

wnlk of country n.ir-: :>m-,. 
ehnucuc stomping feedback 
and lush, sari balladry. I cr ii-z 
of My Morn^ Jacket and 
To L .1 Tenra 



AARON STOUT 
QUEENS LIVE IN CASKETS 

Captivating psyched lie folk debut 
by Indrana songwriter with 
equally huge tongwritlng A YOcil 
talents. "Absolutely amazing" 
(Radio I L One Wbrtd 1 ) 
"An absolute must-hear" 
(The Cr.uk) 
MONOTREM£ - CD 




HULTUR SHOCK 



RAIN DONOR 

RAIN DONOR 

rand new non linear 

jntedness from Julian Cope'} 

rain Donor available on CD 

id super limited gntefald 

tcLtredjtc. 

WADA - CD /UNITED LP 



fDfin callagharicurfOr 
mln fl r s c h me* r man II I* 

fcune-f villain rrgtztpop 
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delc-IreewAV* line IJ 
H r u z e f L n e councl I Na1 a 
o f k I n g a b u r y r m g o 1 1 1 h 



idea ne-fKd i u ncui 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 

IDE A HOARD UNCUT 
Nicety priced comp featuring 
encluswes from [he fines [ UK 
and international artistes 
including Cursor Miner, 
freMepop.Jolin Callaghan,., 
UNCHARTED AUDIO - CD 




VARIOUS ARTISTS 

ANOTHER GENERIC LABEL 
SAMPLER VOL lM0Q,QQQ 
Low cosa advanced electron ica 
fampief with cxclusives from 
Posthufrnn. Yeilotonc, Rootsi*. 

UJEAJ a _T d .ii nJSfe fram .■!:: K 
such as Ai, Expand i-np;, Neo 
Ouija, Room 40 q^ Skam, 
lOlrflfkl.iO mini 
S pounds sterling.. . 
CONCRETE PLASTIC - CD 
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KULTUR SHOCK 

WE CAME TO TAKE 
YOUR JOBS AWAY 

3rd album on Kool Arrow is 
produced by Billy GotiFd 
(Faith No More}. Kullur Shock 
combine; System OA Down, 
& Gogol nordelPo; Serf (SOAD) 
ft Eugene (Gogol Bordello) 
nr^ major supporters 
KOOLAfiflOW- CD 



CARGO COLLECTIVE: AN AMALGAMATION Of THE FOLLOWING RNE SHOPS DEDICATED Id BRINGING YOU THE BEST IN NEW MUSIC 
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remote viewer: paris 

Words: Hianta Cassam Chenai and kicking_k 



HeyHianta. 

"KICK!" 

0K f so you're there - who should 
I mention in my article about the Nouveau 
Wave of Parisian Electro Disco? I was thinking 
(deep breath): Justice [above], Mr Oizo, 
SebastiAn, Para One, Kavinsky, Feadz, 
Uffie, Yelle, Mr Flash, DJ Mehdi, Surkin... 
am I missing anyone? 

"You could add Tacteel and Cuizinier. Anyone on 
the Institubes or Ed Banger labels, DJ Orgasmic of 
TTC . . . Outside of that - dDamage, two crazy/scary 
brothers, it's electro hip hop/raped guitars stuff, and 
datA- DO MENTION HIM -he's going to be huge." 

And venues...? 

"Le Paris Paris: best music ever, small and pretty, 
free entrance, very expensive and dangerous drinks 
(try the absinthe cocktail if you want to die that night), 
parties regularly finishing in orgies." 

(Awkward silence.) 

" Pulp, a lesbian club that opened up to 
heterosexuality, indie pop mostly. . . Rex, Tryptique, 
Nouveau Casino. . .Colette Dance Classe organized 
by Mme Nadege Winter: 25 people can take part in 
it only, on a first-come-first-served basis (the others 
can watch) and then, it's party time. They did 'Around 
The World' in August, where people redid the 
choreography of the Daft Punk video. " 

Formidable. What do people do after? 

" I don't know much about after-parties. It's not 
really something we do in this scene, since parties 
always end at six or eight am already. " 

Mon Dieu. I mean, cool. 

I ask about public transport, 'cause you 
can tell a lot about an alleged nu-boho disco 
metropolis by the speed with which you 
mainline between party arteries. 

"The metro is OK to arrive at parties, but it ends at 
1 am: how stupid. However, taxis are everywhere and 
very affordable, especially at night - so do that. Plus 
it's still magical to stroll through the avenues of Paris 
while drunk, every time, every time." 

What's the best night out that you've 
had recently? 

"A Clark Magazine party on the Concorde 
Atlantique on the Seine - the boat was full, but 
come nine pm a storm hit the upper deck so the party 
below became crazier and hotter than we could have 
imagined. How fortunate." 

So you like living in Paris... 

" It can get very tiring - as in too much partying 
- but also for the nerves (all the drama). It is quite 
expensive. It's a bit like middle school, all the gossip 
and mini-wars between mini-crews. Everybody is 
on MySpace, of course, which makes it even more 
interesting, funny, stupid. . .You need a place outside 
of Paris to rest yourself if you don't want to die in Paris. 
The music, the absinthe. . . It's a bit of a blur in my 
head, but one of the best ti mes ever. " 

Hianta Cassam Chenai writes for Anglo-French dance 
music blog Fluo Kids http://fluokids.blogspot.com 



when we meet 

Words: kicking_kand Frances Morgan 

Team Brick Photography: Adam Faraday 



Plan B sincerely recommends you stick yr finger in the following sockets... 




Antifamily 

London-based, European-accented 
collective comprising members of Asja 
Auf Capri and others associated with 
the Difficult Fun label. Think: Essential 
Logic; Malaria; Eno and Cluster's After 
The Heat, The Ex with Korg MS 1 0s; The 
Evens with a German singer; Faust with 
restraint; direct action; idealism. Totally 
east, www.difficultfun.org 

Awesome Color 

Music to go FUCK YEAH to from 
Thurston Moore's uber-hip Ecstatic 
Peace label. Singer Derek Stanton 
sounds beamed straight in from 74 
(name and all) while the rest of the 
band pack a similar Stooges/Blue 
Cheer punch augmented by euphoric 
sax, harmonica and occasional noise 
bursts. On fire. FUCK YEAH. 
www.awesomecolor.net 




Clipd Beaks 

The rhythmic sprawl of Clipd Beaks 
and their two EPs 'Gang Caves' and 
'Preyers' is textured (or, more likely, 
infected) by a black magic miasma 
- sound so totally involved with 
itself it's a miracle they play on 
universal formats. The free play of 
this heavy fusion is as likely to bust 
into dextrous rabble-rousing as they 
are unexpected spaces where sudden 
beauty seeps through. 
www.myspace.com/clipdbeaks 

Does It Offend You, Yeah? 

Angry. So angry. Like being at what 
used to be called a rave. And now 
is again. And having the deejays fill 
the room with foam. And the foam 
not being the fun kind but an anti- 
personnel weapon. And the last 
thing you hear as it blocks up your 
eyes and your nostrils is a vocodered 
swearword. 
www.myspace.com/doesitoffendyou 



Francois And The Atlas 
Mountains Ensemble 

Plaintive French pop made in Bristol 
by songwriter/animator Francois Marry 
and friends on guitars, keyboards, 
drum machines, xylophones, harps and 
other weapons of mass niceness. The 
simple lyrics, field mouse voice and 
delicate arrangements add up to an 
almost uncomfortable vulnerability at 
times, but Francois' French language 
songs flow better, casting him as a 
sort of lo-fi boy version of Isobel 
Campbell at her most ye-ye. 
www.myspace.com/francoisinbristol 

Genghis Tron 

Demented electrometalgrindwank 
from Philadelphia. Last year's 
hyperspeed 'Cloak Of Love' EP set the 
bar pretty high, but new album Dead 
Mountain Mouth, out on Crucial Blast, 
ups the heaviosity and dynamics to 
achieve something much more epic 
and ungodly. Aside from their ability to 
reproduce the sound of your frontal 
lobes spun in a centrifuge, the Tron's 
skewed sense of structure, dynamics 
and pop is what sets them apart from 
more self-consciously abstract noise 
compadres. www.crucialblast.net 

The Good Good 

More tales from the Brooklyn toybox 
flung open by Animal Collective, but 
this boy/girl trio stand out by dint 
of jazz flourishes, rumbustious 
percussion, tootling flute and clarinet, 
and group-sung paeans to alligator pie, 
woodchucks and maggots. Menlo Park 
have just released their first two EPs 
on one CD, Furrows. 
www.menloparkrecordings.com 

Georgie James 

Ex -Q And Not U face escapes to 
obscurity where he recruits sensible- 
sounding singer to run through the 
sweet froth of the totally tuned-in 
impressionistic seventies guitar shimmy 
like a dash of some, urn, sour spirit 
(sorry, we're way too poor for cocktails 
- except that time we tried red wine 
and coke, and that's not something we 
recommend), www.georgiejames.com 

KinfolkKia Shine 

Check 'Respect My Fresh' for a 
ludicrously inventive minimalist vamp, 
the rhythm tracks stacked up like the 
best food in the hottest supermarket. 
Or 'Stunna Frames' for a Hyphy- 
flavoured Mogadon lullabye slowing 
'Sunglasses At Night' to a funeral 
oration - dude's flow is smooth 
as bubblewrap around the beats. 
www.myspace.com/kinfolkkiashine1 

The Redcoats Are Coming 

NYC beyond-goth, super-wrong girls 
take suitably dramatic pictures of each 



other levitating in high-ceilinged 
city apartments and craft 
unapologetically eerie tracks with titles 
like 'L'Hexagon' and 'Sermon Of The 
Wolf. Breathy vocals and barely-there 
instrumentation, it seems likely each 
of them have at least one imaginary 
friend. Signed in Japan (and nowhere 
else), www.helloredcoats.com/ 
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Tea And Toast Band 

Robed, masked and cat-eared magus 
Robert Bidder corals a similarly garbed 
crew of multi-instrumental friends into 
a ritual that's as English as a mummers' 
play, but louder. Live, the group's 
utterly convincing pastoral mentalism 
makes for a great wyrd evening, while 
on record Bidder goes for a more 
contemplative, droney aesthetic, 
reminiscent of United Bible Studies 
with gentle touches of Susuma Yokota 
and interludes of barking and clapping. 
www.myspace.com/teatoastband 




Team Brick 

" I am happy noise fun ! " states 
Bristolian avant-monkey Matt 
Williams, aka Team Brick, and 
anyone who's seen him bashing a 
CD rack, bellowing like Mike Patton's 
hairy younger brother, abusing a 
harmonium, messing with FX pedals 
and generally making a nuisance of 
himself as support for Lightning Bolt, 
Dalek, Earth, Thrones, Zombi or Circle 
recently can only agree. 
www.myspace.com/teambrick 

Terry Poison 

We like to think this four-part Israeli 
electronic component are doing their 
exhibitionist nightclub thing instead 
of National Service. Signature track 
'Buzz On The Bell' limbos through the 
no man's land of an empty dance floor 
on pretty exquisitely-judged staggered 
beats and a rasping synth that saws 
back and forth like an interrupted 
signal, www.terrypoison.com 
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SQUAREPUSHER 
HELLO EVERYTHING 

NEW ALBUM OUT 16/10/06 

EXCLUSIVE DIGITAL SINGLE 
SERIES ALSO AVAILABLE 

MORE INFORMATION AT 
WWW.SQUAREPUSHER.NET 





let's dance 

"Our music isn't really danceable, although 
sometimes we get super-crunchy hippie 
girls who do Burning Man-type rave 
dances to some of the songs. Like you 
know, the 'hold the sphere' move? I dance 
when I'm drunk and I don'tthink it would 
benefit me or you if I started trying to 
describe it." 
(Edward Droste, Grizzly Bear) 

"Dancing is something we obviously rely 
on in Tilly. Apart from Jamie's tap dancing 
steps, she also has these incredibly stylised 
movements of her own. It sucks because 
I'm to the side of her so I never get to see 
her dance. Only recently I've been shown 
videos online of us performing and I was 
blown away by Jamie's moves! She breaks 
it down! 

"Personally, I love to dance: anywhere, 
anytime! If you want the Tillies out on the 
dance floor you better be playin' some 
Missy Elliott, Michael Jackson, MIA or 
Nelly. You'll see me on the dance floor 
bustin' some serious dirty southern moves 
like droppin' down and gettin' my eagle 
on and such. 

"That's my style!" 
(Kianna, Tilly And The Wall) 

What do you prefer to dance in your 
bedroom to? 

"Chaka Khan - 'I Feel For You'; Jermaine 

Stewart -'We Don't Have To Take Our 

Clothes Off; Fleetwood Mac . . .the cheesier 

the better. " 

In a public place? 

"Something psychedelic or something 

with very loud grimey sub bass. . . 

"Missy Elliot (with MIA) -'Bad Man', 
or Sean Paul - 'Temperature'. It went 
down a storm on the last night of ATP 
this year." 

What's guaranteed to get you off the 
dance floor and ordering doubles at 
the bar? 

"Oasis or 'Groove Is In The Heart'." 
Describe your dancing style. 
"Hip hop ballerina-and then there's the 
Eighties Madonna skipping, when with 
very close friends. 

Favourite move to wow the crowds 
or friends? 

"Witchy woman gyrations while shaking 
maracas. Still working on the backflips." 
Do you dance on stage? 
"Feeling the desire more and more. " 
How does it differ? 
"A little more tame but still a lioness. " 
(Natasha Khan, Bat For Lashes) 




Andy and Tahita, the creators of New Young Pony 
Club's laconic, New Yoik disco-hop, are sat in airport 
lounge, waiting to be whisked off to Ibiza for a gig. 
The plane is late. The plane is very late. I worry for 
them. I fear for their schedule. Cool as the 'Ice 
Cream' Tahita waxes lyrical about, they munch 
casually on their free, passenger-placating food and 
chat on speakerphone, constantly out-foghorned 
by depressing airline announcements. 

They're much more polite and, well, English 
than the candy-coloured saccharine raunch of their 
songs suggests, and we get down to basics: music 
and motivation. 

What first attracted you all to each other? 

Andy: "When me and Tahita started writing 
together, there was a common boredom with 
what was going on and what we were doing. 



'It's an idealised 
version of the you that 
does the hoovering' 



We wanted to do something new; something that 
excited us. " 

What was it that was boring you? 

Andy: "Musically - this was three years ago - a 
glut of new wave kinda bands. Indie kids were going 
mad for it, but..." 

Tahita: "There's always gonna be a glut of indie 
bands. We wanted to do something that was 
inspiring for us." 

So what sets you apart from mediocrity? 

Tahita: "The desire to be excellent! " 

Can you tell me a bit about who has inspired 
you and what influence they've had on the 
way you approach your music? 

Andy: "I'm really inspired by The Stranglers. I love 
the sound of JJ Burnel's bass, the way the songs are 
driven by the basslines as a mould for the music. " 



Tahita: "I think if you're female and grew up in 
the last 20 years you can't help but be inspired by 
Madonna, her chameleonic. . . " 

Andy: "You're only saying that 'cause you went 
to see her the other day! You've never mentioned 
her before!" 

Tahita: " No, that was just affirmation . . . 
Musically, though, for me, the more visceral stuff, 
like The Stooges, The Velvet Underground, 
Television. Lyrically, hip hop, some r'n'b. The 
'uptight white girl' thing, even though I'm 
mixed race." 

Has anyone in particular informed the 
decisions that you make about your music 
and what happens to it? 

Andy: "You can't plan it. You can't control it. 
You just have to present yourselves honestly. We 
had no concept of what would happen. Our last 
record label tried to get us to plan ahead, like, plan 
a career." 

Tahita: " It's what you do when you're 1 8 years 
old, be in a band, and maybe in your wildest dreams 
you hope these things might happen." 

What kind of people come to your shows? 

Andy: "We have a very well-dressed fanbase. 
We feel a responsibility to these people. " 

So your image is important to you? You do 
come across as a highly stylised band. 

Andy: "Not how we look individually, but how 
we look as a band." 

Tahita: " Part of our aesthetic is the disco-era 
Studio 54, but not the style over substance aspect. 
The fun aspect of dressing up and making it an 
event. It's an idealised version of the you that does 
the hoovering." 

I can't imagine Tahita hoovering. I reckon if she 
does hoover, she does it in heels. Sucking a lollipop. 
I can't imagine them hanging about in airport 
lounges either. Only the stuck-up foghorn serves 
as a reminder, calling them away. They say they're 
scared of planes; scared of flying. Don't believe it 
for a second. 

www.wearepony.com 
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Zombi make post-rock terror themes shot through 
with visions of decaying futurescapes and interludes 
of dark, glimmering beauty. Steve Moore's sharp 
synth-swathes drip gore like a broken windowpane 
through an Argento heroine's jugular, and AE 
(Tony) Paterra's drums are a chase scene through 
dark streets where compassion and redemption 
are as rare as sunlight. The comparisons are as 
inescapable as the music's febrile pulse. 

But six years after taking the dirty neon nuances 
of John Carpenter's soundtracks as a starting point 
for their own instrumentals, the Pittsburgh duo are 
growing a little tired of the horror talk and Goblin 
comparisons. Debut album Cosmos (2004) might 
have explored both the sleazy melodic suspense 
and the relatively lo-fi modus operandi of classic 
fear music, but new one Surface To Air expands 
those horizons admirably. Due in part to increased 
sequencing and layering of Moore's vintage synths, 
it's also a nod to a musical movement that ran 
concurrently to the giallo films of the Seventies. 
Zombi now more obviously navigate the murky 
vistas of European progressive rock, minus the 
guitars and plus a pile-driving rhythmic sensibility. 

Like its predecessor, Surface ToAirls strongly 
visual, only this time it's less redolent of lingering 
decapitations and more likely to conjure up visions 
of beautiful, post-apocalyptic secenarios. Spaces 
where menace lurks implicitly rather than right 
behind you with a razorblade ready to slice through 
the softest part of your throat. I think Zombi have 
had enough of that stuff. I made them talk about 
it anyway. 

I read that you had done some actual 
soundtrack work on a horror film... 

Tony: "It was called Murder Set Pieces." 
What kind of a film was it? 

Steve: "A nasty, nasty, brutal movie that I don't 
recommend you ever see. " 

Yeah? Tell me about it then! 

Tony: " It was about a guy who had a mother 
who was a whore-" 

Steve: "He hates women -" 



Tony: "There's scene after scene of him picking 
up girls, taking them to his apartment and brutally 
raping and killing them." 

Steve: "It's about a homicidal Nazi cannibalistic 
rapist woman-hater. . . photographer. " 

Was it disturbing to hear your music 
on it? 

Both: "We haven't watched it yet." 

So if you could choose a film to soundtrack, 
what kind of film would it be? 

Tony: "No, no... for me it would be something 
like a great sci-fi or a really well-told horror film in 
the vein of Rosemary's Baby or The Shining. " 

What sci-fi film soundtracks do you like? 

Tony: "Blade Runner, 2001. . . " 

Steve: "Oddly enough, 2001 had no original 
music composed for it, but Kubrick always had 



'It's about a homicidal 
Nazi cannibalistic 
rapist woman-hater... 
photographer' 



a knack for assembling phenomenal soundtracks - 
mainly all 20th Century composition stuff... I prefer 
soundtracks that don't cover up what you're seeing, 
that enhance everything but that are not so upfront 
that you can't get into what you're watching. Which 
is a problem that I have with Fulci movies: it's so 
overblown - there's music all the time. " 

Tony: "Sometimes it works, the rock 
band scoring a movie thing. Butldon'tthinkit's 
the best." 

Steve: "Listen to us totally ruining the hopes of 
getting any work! And truthfully, this is what we tell 
every director we work with, and this comes back to 
Kubrick again: some of the most important scenes 
in those movies don't even have music. 

"The silence is important." 

www.zombi.us 




i'm being good 

spares or repairs 




pine forest 

asleep in witches' gold 
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the bugs 

you gotta wait 












small things 

pregnant longer than humans 
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bald mermaid 

let us be your snails 
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Words: kicking_k 

Illustration: Till Thomas 



I want to hear the sound of music out of context. I want crowd scenes. I want to see the smallest 
discrete unit of music -the single, the song - interacting with its audience, the public. So please 
suspend yr cigarettes and extinguish yr disbelief - 'cause here we go. 



songs for ancient monuments 

Watercolour green grass and whitewash sky, early morning chill and the 
occasional squawk of walkie-talkies clipped to utility belts. Police peeps patrol 
the periphery of a bunch of monoliths, black and white against grey. Wait. They 
can hear something. Sounds like an engine, sounds like sirens, shifting up and 
down a rhythm track. It's 'Watch Out' by DJ Khaled (Koch), singsong hip hop 
and brrrapping beats. It's smooth as some unprecedented flavour of ice cream. 
It's coming from the fucking monument. Truncheons slide into hands and they 
advance, ears cocked, scanning the empty space, exchanging grimaces. 

A shift- lock-tight super-production to garage keys - neurotic and 
stammering - Matt And Kim (Moshi Moshi) yell rhetoric as loudly as their 
tiny indie lungs will allow, something about 'Silver Tiles', coasting to a chorus 
that ebbs like an adrenaline comedown. Incredulous laughter. 

Uniforms are loosened. Resistance is tiresome. And as the first knuckle- 
shimmy beats and rolling organs of 'Sudden Death City' courtesy of Leo Minor 
(Rough Trade) hit, hands hit the air and a line of uniforms explodes into an 
amateur chorus line. Falsetto backing vox, natty footwork and regular 
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breakdowns where PCs and WPCs turn fallen stones to stages as the sun jumps 
from behind a cloud above like a Palaeolithic grapefruit. 

Clouds drop from the sky as easily as a robe from a shoulder to cloak the 
ground as totally speedway drum programming push cut-up vocal samples close 
to the speed of speaking in tongues. The dancers have abandoned any attempt 
to synchronize and are bouncing off each other, reeling across the grass and 
drumming truncheons against the rocks. This moment brought to you by 
Simian Mobile Disco's 'Tits And Acid' (white label). The sun is strobing. 

songs for hospital radio 

Blackout and restart. Lights up on a tracking shot through a hospital corridor, a 
sad piano swelling as we enter a ward, tired circles shading eyes and long waits 
for visitors. "So you tried your own way/and it didn 't work out " si ngs Casiotone 
For The Painfully Alone on 'Bobby Malone Moves Home' (Tomlab), "Well, 
you're not alone. . . "The music sounds like it was played on all the black keys, 
drooping to the polished tiles of the floor before the chorus triggers a glistening 
string of higher notes like lucky stars. Maybe there's still hope. Yeah, right 



the void 



(double-positive!). Switch. The room fills with synthtone, a fey singalong, ripped 
blasts of noise and a rhythm track that brings the bedridden to their feet like 
mournful zombies. 

Lo-Fi FNK's 'Change Channel' (Moshi Moshi) is vacuum-sealed electropop 
at its most controlled dose, as shiny and clinical as, well, you've probably 
worked it out. . . Patients throw shapes to my metaphor before an x-ray interlude 
sees the ward black out and the cast as dancing skellingtons. Pelvic voids dry 
hump to sampled howls and the 'future funk' (their self-definition) of Sa-Ra 
Creative Partners, the post-Neptunes production crew who should finally 
earn the crowns they wear onstage with 'Nasty U' (GOOD Music), a collection 
of dirty words and double-entendres that shudders like a body at the point 
of no return. 

"Ever since I knew ya I been tryin'to doya, "they groan and we sleeeeeaze 
out into Accident and Emergency. Cue: 'Bossy' by Kelis (EMI), as hulked up 
by Gallic space invader SebastiAn. The glitch assemblage of at least three 
separate drum tracks culminates in a shiver-ridden chorus; epic stabs of 
sampled, flattened brass giving way to vast beats that sound like a giant 
coughing in a cathedral. The casuals discard their magazines and their home- 
made bandages as doctors and nurses burst into the room, doing a mass 
diagnosis in time to the track. The diagnosis is: this is rad. 

We bid adieu to this scene as everybody peels away on hijacked bikes, stilling 
traffic to the revamped wall-of-sound-sound of 'Make Out, Fall Out, Make Up' 
(Parlophone), Love Is All's signature Scandinavian stomp shaking the camera 
frame from focus. 

songs for shopping malls 

OK. Big finale. I hope you're ready for this: a bass guitar- with emphasis on 
the latter - bones up a righteous disco strut as half-undressed police with just- 
got-out-of-jail hair come streaming through the glass doors of a mall, wrestling 
palm trees to the ground and menacing shop displays. Shoppers take heed and 
let The Gossip's 'Standing In The Way Of Control' (Back Yard) kickstart a Buy 
None Get All Free anti-promotion. 

As recently discharged invalids wheel down stalled escalators and wrench 
ads from walls, the booty demolition charges of 'Bump' by Spank Rock (Big 
Dada) blow and a conga of innocent bystanders rock into a fountain and splash 
to the Bmore hustle, a human pyramid. Revellers back into checkouts with 
armf uls of spirit bottles, passing one from the other like communist pirates. 
Red-eyed CCTV cameras watch from their eyries. 

Now cut to the same scene as seen through the security system - lo-res, 
almost painterly. Ostentatious feedback and animalistic instruments 
skirmishing, singer stuttering as black ranks of security on the march from 
their rec rooms enter the hall, block exits and wait to be seen. The lightly- 
tethered guitars of Dananananackroyd's 'Totally Bone' (Moshi Moshi) race 
once around the perimeter like a smouldering line of gunpowder. And as its 



Some swearing, some 
nudity, some violence 
against property 



bouts of ultraviolence rage to intemperate silence, the people in the centre 
stand as still as mannequins. 

The underwater turbines of '1 8 Dummy' (Warner Bros) from The 
Federation, super bass-heavy hyphy reverberate through the crowd like a 
shared heartbeat. And without an order, without even looking at each other, 
the guards twirl as one to pull the cameras from the wall, accepting stolen 
clothes from the dancers that run forward to hold their hands and pull them 
into the party. Some swearing, some nudity, some violence against property. 

songs for single bedrooms 

Credits. Fin. Cut to an empty bedroom, walls littered with post-it notes-to- 
self, storage overrun with artificial flowers. Rain sparkles as it drums gently 
on the window and a voice coils in the air like a single strand of cartoon 
smoke, a subtitle orphaned from an arthouse film. Multi-tracked scat-meets- 
beatbox vocals pulse in free space like squares of light. Meet Camille's 'Jolie 
Bruine'(Narada). 

Cue beats, a wash of low tide synth, slow descending notes like a hand 
unfurling, Nelly Furtado's non-ironically beautiful Timbaland-assisted ballad 
'Say It Right' (Polydor) resigns itself in real time, feels like a tattoo heart fading 
before your eyes. "Oh, you don't mean nothing at all to me, "she manages 
through gritted teeth, tears burning at the edges of professionally made-up 
eyes, still under control, trying to sound casual. Meanwhile, the big and small 
beats hit as perfectly regularly as biological processes, shedding notes like petals. 
She takes a breath, gathers up her strength and leaves the last line of the song 
hanging in the fade: "Do you really want to go..?" 

Small worlds end like this. 




playlist:fluxblog 

Words: Matthew Perpetua 
Illustration: James Dawe 

A Sunny Day In Glasgow - 
The Best Summer Ever 
(asunnydayinglasgow.com) A Sunny 
Day In Glasgow are a band of siblings from 
Pennsylvania who create an otherworldly 
sort of music best described as an abstract 
postmodern version of Eighties indie rock. 

AuRevoirSimone- 
Fallen Snow (Moshi Moshi) 

Brooklyn three-piece back away from the 
tweeness of their debut and embrace a 
darker, more sophisticated sound without 
abandoning the ethereal romanticism that 
made them great in the first place. 

Bonde Do Role - Ma'quina de Ricota 
(myspace.com/bondedorole) 

The Brazilian trio build an unstoppable 
dance track out of the hook from 'The Final 
Countdown', resulting in a song that 
combines my intense love of Arrested 
Development's GOB Bluth and Baile Funk. 

Buffalo Daughter - 
Elephante Marinos (Euphorica) 

This may be the best track of the Japanese 
band's career to date, a neon-bright web of 
grooves that sounds like the prettiest girl in 
the world flirting with you at a party. 

Cassie - Miss Your Touch (Bad Boy) 

This singer gets flack from r'n'b fans 
for having a tiny, girlish voice, but she's 
ideally suited to songs like this, which 
place the emphasis on the arrangement 
and present the vocals as the interior 
monologue of a girl whose anonymity is 
key to the subtext. 

Erase Errata - Another Genius Idea 
From Our Government (Mute) 

On Nightlife, Erase Errata step up their 
game considerably, becoming one of the 
few truly great punk bands still existing in 
the world today. 'Another Genius Idea 
is one of the bleakest, most visceral cuts 
and basically sounds like a thought rushing 
headlong toward its conclusion. 



Girl Talk - Night Ripper (Illegal Art) 

The best mash-up mix ever, a non-stop 
mix of hits (both past and present) that 
is as elegantly composed as any song 
that it samples, and serves to answer 
the question "What's so great about 
pop music?" 

Lindsay Lohan- 

Who Loves You (Casablanca) 

Lohan is far better as a comedic actress and 
tabloid staple, but this cut from her second 
album is a brilliant, irresistible modern pop 
tune that was inexplicably never chosen 
as a single, and is unfortunately doomed 
to obscurity. 

Los Super Elegantes - Dance 
(myspace.com/lossuperelegantes) 

This Los Angeles band don't quite cover 
ESG's classic 'Dance' so much as expand 
it, keeping all of its essential hooks 
and throwing in some killer parts of 
their own. 

Maxi Geil & Playcolt! - Making Love 
In The Sunshine (maxigeil.com) 

Brainy, horny and decadent, this disco 
floor-filler is the finest moment of New 
York City's most underrated band. 

Puffy AmiYumi - Radio Tokyo (Tofu) 

This enormous power ballad sounds like 
some kind of monster created by J-Pop 
scientists seeking to combine the best of 
David Bowie, Queen, Courtney Love, and 
Avril Lavigne in one perfect single. 

Viva Voce - So Many Miles 
(Full Time Hobby) 

It starts off as the most intense, dirtiest 
groove of the generally twee couple- 
rock duo's career, then mutates into 
a huge jam integrating old school r'n'b 
horns, psychedelic noodling, and free 
jazzskronk. 

www.fluxblog.org was one of the first 
mp3 blogs, remains among the most 
influential and does this ish on a daily 
basis. Remember: for evaluation purposes 
only. Let's keep rock stars in fur coats and 
cocaine, yo. 
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Christina Carter 



where i live 

' "The town where 
I live is a small college 
enclave, with a lot 
of green space and 
a lot of churches (but 
'inclusive' ones), a 
short drive away from 
~i other small college 
enclaves. There are 
big hills that are called 
'mountains' all around, 
and a lot of farms, 
hence very good local 
produce. It's quiet and 
serene for the most 
rt. Kinda boring 
)metimes. Any 
oved, but in a mostly 
I of way. There's the 
occasional black bear in town or on the dog-walking 
trail. And there's a sort of sorrowful undercurrent to 
the land, because it sparkles in the places where there 
aren't many people. I choose to live here because of 
being able to live in the house where I live with my 
friends. They're fine, special people. And there are 
more friends nearby. It's easy to get things done for 
myself, artistically living, here. It's comfortable, and 
safe from violence, compared to most places that I've 
lived in. It's close to big cities, but not too close. . . 

" Right now, I'm sitting on the edge of my bed, in 
my bedroom on the third floor; the windows are open 
(there are two windows), there's a cool breeze blowing 
the trees and making a rushing sound, it's blowing 
inside the room through the windows and touching 
my arms as I type. It's sunny, but not too hot. I can 
see the house next door, the hills, the white steeple 
of a church, the backyard, our cars, the house behind, 
lots and lots of green trees and because it's the 
summer, lots of colourful, beautiful flowers. . . I play 
the occasional show here in town, but being at home 
for me is mostly for walking the dogs, hanging out, 
recording, making books, writing, and going to shows 
just to watch. There's a bunch of great music coming 
out from around here like MVEE, Dredd Foole, The 
Believers, Joshua, Bill Nace, Fat Worm Of Error, 
Mirror/Dash, etc. It's awesome to see these folks 
play and get just a bit relaxed and just a bit reclusive 
at home." 
(Christina Carter, Charalambides) 

words and music 

"There are a few books that have really affected 



now are The Naked Apeby Desmond Morris and The 
Catcher In 77?e/?ye(and really, all of JD Salinger's 
work). I am currently very excited to start reading this 
book called Cocaine by Dominic Streatfield, about the 
history of the drug and its affects on our cultures. One 
book that has affected my writing is one I have never 
read. It's called In The Realms Of The Unreal and was 
written by the artist Henry Darger. He has inspired me 
endlessly, and his 1 9,000 + page book is something 
I only hope to someday get to read. As far as I know, 
it is not readily available to purchase and read. 

"There are many lyricists who I find incredibly 
talented. Kevin Barnes of Of Montreal writes with 
such glittering fantastical brilliance. It might seem 
abstract and nonsensical, but it is truly meaningful. 
He expresses things in such a different light from 
anyone else. Conor Oberst is a true poet genius. He 
writes from his heart, from his honest soul. He can 
draw your tears out and it's not because he is trying 
to: he is simply laying it out there. And his way with 
words is simple, yet unmatchable. He says what we 
are all trying to say but can't. Obviously, Bob Dylan, 
Neil Young, Paul Simon and other seasoned vets can 
still kill all with their poetry and music - epic heros 
of the written word." 
(Kianna, Tilly And The Wall) 
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read the label: rune grammofon 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Try to put into words the effect of Supersilent's 
music upon the brain's capacity for language, and 
you'll find your vocabulary at its most redundant, 
happily so. The Norwegian team of superlative 
improvisers create a sonic space that's both a 
sensory overload and a huge blank slate ready for 
your mind to dance out patterns upon. It was their 
meteorologically perfect soundscapes that helped 
me redefine all notions of avant-rock (not least that 
it didn't need guitars to, well, rock); that opened 
me up to the possibilities of electronics-based 
improvisation; and that - crucially - introduced 
me to the Rune Grammofon label and its roster 
of precious, exploratory, contrary sounds. 

The Oslo-based label's commitment to the outer 
edges of jazz, improv, avant-rock, contemporary 
classical and electronic music began in 1 998 - 
appropriately enough -with a three-CD set of 
"hardcore improvisation" from Supersilent, says 
founder Rune Kristoffersen. He adds, "I had also 
been looking for Arne Nordheim's electronic music 
on CD, and realised that it wasn't available - and 
we're talking about Norway's greatest living 
composer! So I approached him about the idea of 
collecting it all on one CD, and he was delighted." 

Is there a philosophy that guides the label? 

'"Music before commerce' could sum it up. 
I just want to release music that is trying to go in 
new ways, or to be as personal as possible." 

Kristoffersen's assertion that Rune Grammofon's 
eclectic roster is based in part upon his own broad 
taste is borne out by both the obvious differences 
in the label's releases and - at the same time - an 
odd and inexplicable similarity that binds them all 
together. At first, it's hard to hear a common cause 
between the showy, youthful noise-rock of MoHa! 
and the stately, delicate jazz of lain Ballamy's 
longstanding Food ensemble. There are few 
obvious parallels between Maja Ratkje's beautifully 
deranged death-opera vocals - mindboggling both 
on her solo work and her releases with the trio 
Spunk -and Susanna And The Magical Orchestra's 
fireside balladry. Nils 0kland's stark and emotive 
reclamation of the traditional Norwegian Hardanger 
fiddle sounds little like Svalastog's electronic 
reimagining of similarly traditional instruments 
such as zither, cow horn and goat horn. But let 
enough of this musicfill your house, and a unifying 
ambience begins to emege: a preference for 
resonant, almost mysterious, treated sounds. 

Norway seems to have a healthy music scene, 
with people working supportively together to create 
challenging music. Do you think that's the case? 



"It has been like this for a few years now, at least 
within the genres that I'm connected with," says 
Kristoffersen. "People are not afraid of approaching 
musicians from different genres and are open to 
a lot of different music." 

Rune Grammofon's releases have a strong 
visual aesthetic. Each digipak comes with a cover 
as intriguing as the music within: from bright, 
abstract shapes and delicate, nature-inspired 
designs to Scorch Trio's charcoal skull sleeve and 
the all-black Deathprod box set. Artist and 
electronic musician Kim Hiorthoy, who also filmed 
Supersilent 7, the DVD the band released last year 
in place of an album, almost invariably- uncannily 
- captures the sound that his artwork encloses. 

" I wanted a clear profile, but without it all 
becoming similar," Kristoffersen explains. 

Hiorthoy's contribution to the recent vinyl box 
set compilation, Until Human Voices Wake Us And 
We Drown, is a case in point, the 1 0-inch sleeves 
showing off his work at its vibrant best. Like the 
lovingly produced music within, it's an entirely 
fitting way to celebrate 50 releases by a label where 
a commitment to extreme beauty seems to be the 
only criteria for inclusion. 

www.runegrammofon.com 



casting the runes: five favourites 



Supersilent 6 (2003) Epic, sinister improvised 
perfection from Rune Grammofon's signature band. 

Deathprod Deathprod (2004) Collection of Helge 
Sten, aka Deathprod's solo work from 1 999-2001 , plus 
later album Morals And Dogma. Taking in vast 
dronescapes, ominous silences, shadows of strings and 
the weight of the world, this is the kind of heaviness 
SunnO))) and co are still working towards. 

Spunk En Al deles Forferdelig Sykdom (2006) 

"Knife-edge menace and exuberance mixed to a perfect 
peak," according to me, from Maja Ratkje's all-female 
improv mischief trio. Sticky, scary, esoteric, anarchic 
and brilliant. 

Susanna And The Magical Orchestra 
List Of Lights And Buoys (2003) Truly gorgeous 
debut from the this two-piece 'orchestra' - standout 
track 'Believer' makes whole rooms weep. 

MoHa! -RausAusStavanger {2006) 

Noxagt/Ultralyd interface results in bravura noise 
flourishes, big drum solos and a high-energy improv 
battle from RG's youngest act. Rocks pretty hard. 
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moshi moshi records 



CAN YOU HEAR ME CLEARLY 
A MOSHI MOSHI RECORDS COMPILATION 



MATES OF STATE 
BRING IT BACK 



LO-FI-FNK 
BOYLIFE 



TILLY AND THE WALL 
BOTTOM OF BARRELS 







V 




J 'lt sounds like the best compilation tape 
your bezzie never made you." NME 

This compilation provides irrefutable 
proof that moshi moshi is one of the 
hottest labels in the world." rocksound 



Brilliant US hubby and wife duo 
Mates Of State (www.matesofstate.com) 
return with their fourth - and breakthrough 
- long player on September 18 entitled 
'Bring It Back 7 . Released via taste-making 
UK indie label Moshi Moshi, we're very very 
excited about this one and the promised 
live dates to boot. You should be too." nme 



Effervescent stop-start electro-pop with 
more bubble and squeak than a mouse 
infested soap factory." fact 



4 By replacing drums with - hooray! - tapdancing, 
they've unleashed an album stuffed with indie 
pop gems." nme 

4 a breath of smiley, closely harmonized 
sunshine pop. Sheer innovative genius." 

TELEGRAPH 

1 An album of complex desperate joy from 
the Nebraskan indie quintet, with a wealth of 
scintillating melodies and folk-pop harmonies 
but also some stridently moving moments." 

THE GUARDIAN 



MATT HARDING 
EXPECTATION 



HOT CLUB DE PARIS 
DROP IT TILL IT POPS 



"'Expectation 7 brings together genteel folk 
guitars and glitchy beats a plenty, to create a 

set of serenely delicate tunes such as 'Chalk' 
and 'Basic Pain' - all of which sound exactly 
like they were written to trigger daydreams 
in lonely, doe-eyed teenagers. Proof that you 
don't need friends when you've got music 

like this." nme 




"Cosmic Scouse wobble-punk, like California 
hardcore legends minutemen playing the La's 
back catalogue, yet obviously miles better 
than that sounds." NME 



the void 




SUMMER IS ICUMEN IN/... 



Tour Diary: Michael Tyack 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 



. . .and renaissance prog squad Circulus are on the road # encountering Cornish folksters # dancing 
ponies and Lancaster bombers along the way 



Hello. My name is Michael, I'm 41 years old and 
I have a band called Circulus. I started Circulus when 
I was younger, some 1 years ago. It's funny to look 
back at all the different line-ups, and I wonder how 
on earth the band is still going. I think it must be 
because I am stubborn and can't imagine myself 
doing anything else. I started wearing dresses 
on stage and at home about four years ago. I'm 
a late developer. Since I started wearing dresses 
I haven't had a girlfriend, which really doesn't 
surprise me. Most of my favourite items of clothing 
I lose. I managed to finally lose my hat which I have 
worn at every gig for the past five or six years. It blew 
off my head at the Green Man festival. I was fairly 
drunk and didn't notice. My best purple corduroy 
cape I lost at Supersonic and my vintage puritan 
frock coat I lost at Bush Hall. I used to have a very 
large collection of suede capes before I realised it 
was better to give them away than to lose them. 

The one thing I have gained, however, is 
experience, and that is mine to keep. So far this year, 
Circulus have performed 26 shows. Earlier this year 
I started another band called Princes In The Tower. 
This is a three-piece mobile unit who are prepared 
to sleep under hedges. It is the landing craft of 
the Circulus mothership, playing mostly medieval 
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standards modified through digital samplers and 
drug abuse. It's the only way. 

In this piece, I'm supposed to be talking about 
some of the gigs Circulus have played this year. Each 
gig is special and to acknowledge this and show 
our thanks to the Almighty One we often begin the 
show with our thanksgiving ceremony in which we 
raise our palms to the Mighty Sun, empty our minds 
and bathe our souls in a wash of Moog synthesiser. 
Then we're ready. 

Since my memory isn't very good I'll talk about 
my recent performances and work backwards. Last 
Tuesday I was in Falmouth and played a short solo 
set of Circulus songs on the renaissance lute in the 
nicest folk club I've ever been to, overlooking the 
water. With some local folky friends called Thistle 
Town we made a joyous musical procession through 
the town after midnight and were met at the other 
end by the Environmental Health squad who told 
us to shut up. We also had buckets of water thrown 
over us from a three-storey building. 

Last Sunday I had the pleasure of working with 
a lutes and harp trio at Ringo Starr's garden party. It 
was his wife's birthday, but sod's law: she fell off her 
horse and broke her leg that morning so I never got 
to meet Ringo. However, it was still a strange day. 



There is a huge stone circle in his garden, a life-sized 
rhinoceros, the Red Arrows (part of a local air 
display, he's not that rich), dwarf ponies, dancing 
ponies, George Martin, Eric Idle and a Lancaster 
bomber flying over. 

The previous weekend was The Green Man festival. 
I think I'm going to have to give the AA a special 
thank you on our next album: 'Circulus are brought 
to you once again by the AA'. This was our biggest 
gig probably ever and we would have blown it had 
the AA man not happened to have a spare coil for 
a 20-year-old Vauxhall Cavalier knocking around in 
the back of his van. 

One of the prettiest festivals this year was Lynton 
and Lymouth in Devon. It was free by the sea in 
a hidden valley. I was planning on having a nice 
afternoon in the sun while listening to Voice Of The 
Seven Woods prior to our set. Instead I found myself 
sitting outside a pub listening to four of the seven 
members of Circulus explain to me why they were 
leaving the band after the gig. None of it made any 
sense and I could hear Voice of the Seven Woods in 
the background. They drove off after the gig and 
left me with a bewildered and slightly crooked smile 
on my face. 
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My best purple corduroy 
cape I lost at Supersonic 
and my vintage puritan 
frock coat I lost at Bush Hall 



The following week we were booked to play Sweden's biggest rock festival, 
Hultsfred. I knew that the promoters were expecting a seven-piece band and 
that all the flights were booked. After a few hundred phone calls I pieced 
together a new band and did the gig. Hats off to Will Carruthers, the old 
Spacemen 3 bass player, for keeping everyone's spirits up. He is a legend. 

The next few gigs we had booked I just said 'fuck it', and we played as 
a three-piece. Circulus music can be so complicated that trying to get people 
to learn itisjusttoomuchfag. So we played Glasgow and Aberdeen in Princes 
In The Tower format with myself, Will Summers on wind and Victor Hugo on 
percussion. After Aberdeen, we headed for Tapestry festival in Wales, but 
unfortunately my 1 989 Ford Granada decided it was the end of her days and 
left us stranded on the M6. We made it to Tapestry an hour before set time in 
a friend's van. As the three of us began setting up I could sense an air of dread 
in the audience as the mighty Circulus looked as though they were about to fall 
flat on their faces. But no, we were primed from our gigs in Scotland, the planets 
were good and here we were at a medieval-themed rock festival . So we let them 
have it. We enjoyed our first proper spontaneous stage invasion and it was the 
happiest day of my life. 

Since then all the band members who left came back. I'm still not quite sure why 
they left in the first place. We had just recorded Clocks Are Like People and our 
Moog player, in particular, was very unhappy with its sound. When one person 
decides to leave a band it upsets everyone else and so another three followed. 
Everything's OK now. Our Moog player now likes the album, after he realised 
that all the time he had only been hearing one side of the stereo. It's amazing 
how just one incorrect computer setting can have so much effect! 
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why i love and hate. 

Words: The Legend! 
Illustration: Tom Eastland 



.C86 



There has been a resurgence of interest in the 
independent music created in the UK during the 
mid-Nineties, loosely termed C86 -after the NME 
tape compilation of the same name which featured 
Primal Scream, The Pastels, Age Of Chance, 
Bogshed, Shop Assistants, McCarthy, Big Flame, 
Stump, etal. St Etienne are producing a film tracing 
the origins of 'indie' and have also curated a (rather 
revisionist) new double CD compilation CD86; while 
the ICA are planning a series of concerts to celebrate 
its 20th anniversary. The following is drawn from 
an interview conducted for a college thesis. 

Which were the most important earlier bands 
leading up to the C86 wave? 

Orange Juice, Josef K, Aztec Camera (the Sound 
of Young Scotland): the ideology behind Creation 



C86 didn't actually 
exist as a sound, or 
style 



Records but not the bands themselves (with the 
exception of the Mary Chain and The Pastels): 
anything on Rough Trade post- 1978 (except for 
The Smiths who always were corporate sell-outs): 
The Fall (because they influenced every independent 
UK band post-1977): Buzzcocks, Subway Sect, 
Captain Beefheart (half the bands on the original 
compilation were heavily influenced by the good 
Captain), The Velvet Underground (and the other 
half were influenced by the Velvets): Trixie's Big Red 



Motorbike, Sophisticated Boom Boom and the 
femme pop groups Peel played in the early Eighties: 
The Creation and The Kinks and all those white boy 
jangling guitar Sixties groups: Television Personalities. 
If I were to pick 10 bands from the C86"era to 
write more about, which should I choose? 
The Pastels; Talulah Gosh; Shop Assistants; 
The Wolfhounds; Jasmine Minks; The Membranes; 
Big Flame; The Wedding Present; June Brides; and 
Bogshed of course... 

Are there are any bands that surfaced after 
the tape but are considered to be C861 
Some people may consider what Matt and Claire 
put out on Sarah Records to fall firmly within the 
C86 category. Talulah Gosh were post-G86. Comet 
Gain are totally C86- as were many of the Riot Grrrl 
bands (especially the later ones that lost the politics 
but retained the cutie edge). Oh, and BMX Bandits 
would've loved to have been C86. 
Were there any clubs that were central to C861 
Was Alan McGee still putting on shows then? If 
so, then whatever he was behind would have been 
central. If not, then certainly TV Personalities singer 
Dan Treacy's Room At The Top, upstairs at the 
Enterprise Chalk Farm, next to the excellent Marine 
Ices ice-cream parlour. As were Leigh's shows 
at Woolwich Polytechnic and (future Pickled 
Egg boss) Nigel Turner's shows in Bedford. 
Was C86 political, lyrically or musically? Or was 
it just shaped by the politics of the time? And 
was it working-class or middle-class? 
Depends which strata of C86 you're talking about: 
the crap pop bands like The Bodines and Mighty 
Mighty or godawful Close Lobsters certainly weren't 
political. The Beefheart-influenced bands like Stump 



and The Shrubs and Big Flame and The MacKenzies 
seemed to be - although it's arguable that was only 
because of the style of music (angular, awkward, 
challenging) they were aping. Age Of Chance 
seemed revolutionary, for the way they matched 
guitar pop to dance rhythms, five years ahead of 
time. Half-Man Half-Biscuit were a bad joke band. 

The temptation nowadays when faced with 
a crop of 'indie' bands is to automatically think of 
them as middle-class, but looking down the list 
on C86 I'd say most of them were working-class 
(probably in some last echo of punk's diverse roots 
that spread out to the working-class communities 
from its middle-class origins with Strummer and 
McClaren and that whole London thing). Most 
of those on C86 would've played benefits for the 
miners: part genuine outrage at the Thatcher years, 
and part follow-on from post-punk's political 
leanings. Yes, of course the bands were shaped 
by their times, and among that section of society 
in the mid-Eighties dissent was very much to the 
front. Interesting that, out of 22 bands on the 
compilation, only three of them were female. 
I've heard that there wasn't a homogenous 
indiepop sub-culture before C86. Is that true? 
No, there wasn't - not readily identifiable, at least. 
The most it amounted to was boys like Bobby 
Gillespie and Edwyn Collins who wore their hair 
like members of The Byrds: there was definitely 
a Mod and Sixties crossover with some of the more 
jangling elements of the independent sector, thanks 
to Creation Records' aesthetic. To be honest, I don't 
think C86 was the main factor behind 'indiepop'. 
That was more down to the law of diminishing 
returns and Sarah Records - sometimes 
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inspirational, but more often downright annoying 
with their insistence on sticking with one particular 
sound, no messing (and certainly with no room for 
females). Anoraks were not the norm in '86. It was 
the younger brothers of the C86 generation who 
decided that anoraks were cool, not the people of 
the time. 

Where did C86 go? Did it merge with other 
genres or did it all turn into twee? 
Let's get this straight. C86 didn't actually exist as 
a sound, or style. NME had a tradition of putting 
out cassette tapes, covering all forms of music 
(Rebellious Jukebox was my favourite, introducing 
me to the wonders of southern soul music). C86 
was supposed to be a 'state of the independents' 
compilation like CS/before it. The reason it wasn't 
was down to the myopic vision of its compilers. 
The reason it wasn't stronger was because its 
major curator, Neil Taylor, had no actual idea about 
music beyond reading other journalists. (He simply 
focused on bands that I'd reviewed a couple of 
weeks earlier.) I wasn't involved in the compiling, 
but I should have been - the standing joke was that 
the tape comprised all the bands that had slept on 
my floor when they played London. I loved soul and 
dance music, but the compilation didn't reflect any 
of that. One half of C86 turned into 'twee' - and 
was already on the verge of doing so, even as the 
tape was being compiled. The other half continued 
existing merrily on its own terms, thanks very much. 
What's your definition of C86 today? 
I don't have one. I find it weird, bordering on 
surreal, that people are starting to use it as a 
description again, specifically to sell seven-inch 
singles on eBay. 



mf grimm 

Words: Ringo P Sta 
Illustration: Robert Ramsden 



On reflection, it's kind of inevitable. Put 
yourself in his place: you're MF Grimm, shit 
hot Manhattan MC and former ghost-writer 
to hip hop royalty (credits including Dr Dre's 
The Chronic). But the cruel arc of your career 
has meant that until now you've never really 
had your own chance to shine. 

All the record companies who wanted 
your signature disappeared fast after the 
shooting which left you both temporarily 
deaf and blind, and permanently paralysed 
from the waist down. Then, just as things are 
getting back on track with your co-starring 
role on MF Doom's classic Operation 
Doomsday 'you get sentenced to life in prison 
on narcotics and conspiracy charges, a 
sentence only reduced after you study law in 
jail and file a series of successful counter-suit* 

So you've been involved with rap for 
nearly 20 years but this is your first shot at 
making a big statement. And you've got a lot 
to say, on yourself, US society, politics, war, 
love, life, the whole gamut. You've called 
your album American Hunger. And sure, the 
title has as plethora of deeper resonances, 
but it's impossible to ignore the obvious, that 
there's only one way to go: supersize obese, 
grade 'A' gross-out, three full CDs of good ol' 
boom bap with all the trimmings. 

"I tried to put a little bit of everything on 
there" MF Grimm explains, "So if you're not 
in the mood for political critique there's a 
couple of love songs you can listen to with 
your girl, and..." he trails off. "In fact, the 
only reason it's split into three is because you 
can only fit so much music on a CD. I thinkof 
it as one long 60-track piece, and if I could 
have put it out that way I would have." 

It's an album proud to go the long way 
round. It's balanced enough to go down easy 
without making you want to puke, from 
gentle harmolodics ('Lift Me Up') through 
El-P-esque tinfoil lazer sonics ('Who Rock'), 
bouncy anthems, soul and otherwise ('It's No 



Secret', 'Watch Out!'), sensitive thug ballads 
like Tupac had a brain ('I Love You', 'Things 
I've Said'), grown man tears (real and 
theatrical) and, and. ..loads more. 60 whole 
tracks which, to use his own words (on 'The 
Life I Lead'), "Stick to your brain like mucous". 

If you're going to be picky, cruel even, the 
album's about 30 minutes too long. But that's 
to judge it by ordinary standards. Truthfully, 
American Hunger is less a recording 'project', 
more singular, the unexpurgated thoughts 
of a man "Trapped in the belly of the beast", 
as he puts it on the album's title track. The 
sum of a man and everything he's seen. 

And Grimm's a guy who's seen enough to 
have stories, sober enough that you believe 
most of them. His earliest memories of hip 



The sum of a man and 
everything he's seen 



legends sucn as Large rroiessor, i^ooi <j Kap, 
Nas, KMD, and, perhaps most impressively, 
a stint alongside Big Bird and the gang as 
a child actor in Sesame Street. 

You know that millions of people around 
the world are jealous of you for that? 

He laughs. "Yeah. Looking back I can 
see it was really cool. I mean, between takes 
I would hang out in this room with all the 
puppets hung up. All of them. The Cookie 
Monster, Mrs. Snuff leupagus. But at the time, 
it was just work. It gave me a real insight into 
how easily people can be taken in. Because I'd 
be there and see all these puppets, then I'd go 
into school the next day and the other kids 
would think they were real." 

www.mfgrimm.com 
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music that time forgot: the embarrassment 

Words: Doug Mosurock 

Illustration: John Gambino 



bonde do role 

Words: Daniela Arrais 
Illustration: Colin Henderson 

Junk food, Daft Punk, funk carioca, jokes that few people 
get, De Falla and any artist whose name starts with the 
letter K. All of these names have one thing in common: 
Bonde do Role. Created in Curitiba by producers Rodrigo 
Gorky e Pedro d'Eyrot and vocalist Marina Ribatsky, 
the group is another product of the internet era; from 
out of nowhere, through MySpace, to Florida producer 
and DJ Diplo's attention. "In fact, he told us to say he 
ran into us in the street, on one of his journeys through 
Curitiba, while we were singing over a AC/DC track and 
collecting money for cigars," laughs Pedro. 

After including Bonde songs on his sets around the 
world, Diplo decided to transform their Melo do tabaco 
into the first release on his label, Mad Decent. The record 
just came out on 1 2-inch vinyl on the USA, and has 
distribution in Europe and Japan. In Brazil, you still have 
to count on M P3 files. Touring the US with Diplo and 
Sao Paulo band Cansei de Ser Sexy, "Our expectations 
are to make five babies per gig, " Rodrigo stated with 
enthusiasm, in an interview a few weeks later. 

The band started in 2005, when the group of 
friends began to produce tracks mixing hard rock riffs 
from bands like The Darkness and AC/DC, to funk 
carioca beats. " Everything is around the 'role' idea. In 
Curitiba, there's Lanches Role (Role Snacks), known for 
it's gigantic esfihas and family ambience, a place that 
only plays world's greatest hard rock bands. We 
blended this feeling together with funk carioca, giving 
us the Bonde", Pedro explains. 

The songs available through MySpace are 
a pastiche of funk carioca, with a dash of Marina's 
strong accent. 'Melo do Vittiligo' mashes together 
three AC/DC tunes, while 'Funk da Esfiha' samples 
Manfred Mann, with lyrics describing bar snacks. 

Bonde do Role is like that: no worries, quirky lyrics 
and a lot of hard rock and funk carioca. 



Ana Garcia on Brazil's next cultural exports 



UDR Professor Aquaplay and MC Carvao say that they 
came first, and they don't mean cum. . .You can call 
them 'Satanic funk' - they are specialists in offending 
for no reason, so lock up your daughters and wives. 
And your dog. www.myspace.com/udr666 
Bonde das Impostoras This is Bonde do Role's 
rival, but a member dates one of them so it is natural 
to hear the same influences. " Funk carioca for truck 
bitches. " www.myspace.com/bondedasimpostora 
EDU K " Mix of music rangin' from punk 2 funk 2 hip 
hop 2 trash metal 2 samba back 2 rock" - EDU K just 
mashes it all up to make the craziest party soundtrack 
ever. In the early Eighties he started seminal punk 
band De Falla, who already had a little bit of funk 
craziness.www.myspace.com/edukfrenetiko 




Right now, unless you were there - bought the 
records, went to the shows, were at the right place 
and time in the Midwestern Americas in the early 
Eighties, and as a result are probably pushing 
50 years of age - you cannot properly listen to 
The Embarrassment. Memorex memories are 
what remains. Shit, you just missed their first 
reunion shows in 1 7 years. Well, maybe you 
didn't, but it's doubtful. 

Try, if you will, to explain what kind of music 
The Embarrassment played. You can't do it. Not 
even they could. Popular wisdom cites popular 
contemporaries: REM, who were too busy 
grooming themselves to be the voice of their 
generation - well-played paupers with a bougie 
centre; or The Feelies, wound far too tightly to have 
much in common outside of a geeky demeanour 



An involuntary spasm 
of awesome 
righteousness 



and a certain compositional slant; or Mission Of 
Burma, who at the time were every bit as obscure. 
But one thing the bands didn't have in common 
was a linearity of craft. More often than not, there's 
no way to tell how an Embarrassment song might 
end from how it began. Nor is there a direct line 
on the group's influences: the clean brightness 
of early rock'n'roll in the Buddy Holly mould, the 
reverberated rage of Dick Dale and surf guitar, the 
incongruous complexities of modern jazz, the line 
drive to the forehead of punk. In 1 979, it would 
have been easy to roll up anything that didn't fit an 
easy categorisation and label it New Wave, before 
that term would become synonymous with, say, 
Visage. Even today we're still using it, naming the 
unnameable. But, unquestionably, nobody could 
crunch scrap metal and lumber into wholly new 



streams of music-thought-language like the 
Embos could. 

The band were a quartet: John Nichols sang and 
played keyboards, Bill Goffrier played guitar and did 
backups, Ron Klaus played bass, Brent Giessmann 
hit the drums. They formed in 1 979, headquartered 
in the milquetoast burg of Wichita, Kansas and 
found raucous state college town Lawrence to 
be their second home. Their debut 45 'Sex Drive' 
now sells for triple-digit amounts, as it should 
- it's a monstrous roar of pent-up carnal frustration 
leveraged Ballard-style on hedonistic sports car 
cruises. The group went on to release two 1 2-inch 
EPs and sundry loose recordings and cassettes 
in their original timeframe, largely on their own, 
and never with the help of anything remotely 
resembling a healthy, well-distributed organisation. 
Bruce Pavitt collected songs of theirs to compile on 
some of the earliest Sub Pop cassette collections. 
Some members continued their musical careers in 
Big Dipper and The Del Fuegos, but many say that 
without the braintrust bestowed upon them in this 
earlier venture, none of that particularly matters. 
For this group could skewer celebrity, scornfully 
lash at lovers and lust, lament the trappings of 
history and celebrate the act of being alive in those 
moments where most would scream and shudder 
in abject victory of said moment, an involuntary 
spasm of awesome righteousness. 

There was no DIY network for The 
Embarrassment to lean on. They did everything 
for themselves, by themselves, and became martyrs 
for tinny recordings, unavailable music (if you want 
to hear them at press time, there's the out-of-print 
two-CD discography Heyday, or the available yet 
improper intro of demo/live collection Blister Pop), 
self-booked tours, debt and stalled-out career 
hopes. But they left behind an open-ended legacy 
of what independent music could be. So dig up 
what you can for now, gear up for a documentary 
on the band (directed by Oxford Collapse drummer 
and Embos fan Dan Fetherston), and love this band 
that died for independent art, simply because they 
had to do so. 
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Albert Hammond, Jr. releases his first 
solo album Yours To Keep out Oct 9 

includes Everyone Gets A Star and 101 




v . 



www.roughtraderecords.com • www.myspace.com/alberthammondjr 




Future UK and US hip hop classics 

Wretch 32 - The Alleyway 

"Straight outta North London, Wretch 32 is one of the 
UK's hottest lyricists on the rise. This track is about 
street life in the UK but Wretch has flipped the concept 
and the listener sees through the eyes of an alleyway - 
sounds crazy, right? Wretch presents it with vivid 
descriptions that make you want to press rewind. " 

Dizzee Rascal, Jammer, Newham 
Generals - Magic Lemon 

"This is one of the sickest collabos you will ever hear 
from the UK. What is the Magic Lemon? Now that'd 
be snitching if I broke it down on these pages. . . " 

Sway - True Stories 

"This is fresh from the studio and from Sway's second 
album, due out in 2007. This is straight fire! Sometimes 
the truth is ugly, but someone has to tell it. " 

Solja (Feat Roachee) - Temptation 

"Solja's from Manchester, and this kid is putting in 
serious work on the streets. He's already sold 2,000 
mix CDs, and is churning out tracks every week. Helped 
by Roachee from Roll Deep, this track is very serious." 

Kanye West (feat Chris Martin) - 
Homecoming Song 

"This is a Number One. Chris Martin from Coldplay is 
about to get his hip hop pass! " 

Tupac & Big Daddy Kane - Shellshock 

" From another Tupac album, set to be released in 
October. If you were a Kane fan, you will love this. 
Kane kills it, sounds maaad hungry and pisses on 
any other US rapper." 

Game (feat Dr Dre & Snoop) - Westside 

"From Game's forthcoming album, The Doctor's 
Advocate. This is the West Coast's holy trinity right 
here all on one track. It's a classic." 

Golden Bullet - Break 

"Straight out of Manchester, this guy is too raw for 
his own good. This track is sick and makes you want 
to jump across the ceiling. Big!" 

Consequence - Night Night 

"Do you miss A Tribe Called Quest? This guy's got 
next. . . backed by Kanye West, you can't go wrong. " 

Jibb - Chain Hang Low 

"This kid is going to run 2007. He's like a 1 6-year-old 
Nelly, and he's from the same town. You will hate 
this at first, but even if you don't have a chain, within 
weeks you'll be singing along to this in the club like 
you do..." 
(Semtex) 



team shadetek 

Words: Daniel Trilling 
Photography: Manuel Dominguez Jr 



There's a bar I go to sometimes when I need a laugh. 
It draws a crowd of international rich kids, come to 
flash their digital cameras and check their reflections 
in the mirror. People gesture wildly, clown around, 
throw exaggerated dance shapes - anything to 
avoid talking to one another. Leading the dead- 
eyed dance are two ghouls with pointy beards and 
trucker caps; one self-consciously holding a can of 
beer aloft, the other playing what he thinks is an 
eclectic party mix. 

Team Shadetek are everything those guys wish 
they were: two punk kids from New York enthused 
by reggae, jungle, hip hop and electro, who make 
eclectic, booty-shaking records that only a corpse 
could fail to be moved by. They started out releasing 
instrumental hip hop tracks on their own label 
(Shadetek), followed by the mini-album Burnerism 



'I operate a lot on 
excitement' 



- Matt Shadetek 



on Warp records. Then came a move towards 
dancehall with a track on the 2004 compilation 
Shockout (Tigerbeat6/Very Friendly), which also 
featured The Bug, DJ/Rupture and Kid 606. 

Now, collaborations with Jammer and Skepta 
on forthcoming album, Pale Fire (Sound-Ink), and 
the release of mix album Heavy Meckle on their 
own label have revealed Team Shadetek's passion 
for grime. Matt Shadetek, one half of the duo, talks 
us through it. 

How did you get involved with the grime 
scene? It's pretty small. 

"We got interested because of a few bits we 
had heard at the Polar Bear club in New York. Then 
when we were in London we went and sought stuff 
out, bought a few records - though it wasn't until 



we heard Dizzee [Rascal] and Wiley's albums that 
we started to really get active about it. To me, grime 
is a new punk rock, in the sense that it's not about 
sophisticated musicianship or expensive equipment, 
it's just young, angry kids with cheap computers 
and software doing their thing, lean relate to that 
a lot - that was my approach to music as well . " 

You've moved through quite a few 
musical styles in the last few years. Where's 
it all heading? 

"Hahaha, good question. I have no idea! 
Personally, I operate a lot on excitement. I hear 
something, I get excited, and that motivates me 
to go make something. Usually what gets me 
excited in music is the vibe that's there, along 
with the possible space I see it opening up for 
me as a producer." 

So what's next? 

" Roots dubstep is something I want to try. 
I love dubstep but more people need to put some 
more Jamaican dub back in it and that includes 
good singing. Jammer did a track on the Neckle 
Camp album called 'Ghost Town' that's a really 
brilliant example of how well that can work." 

You're living in Berlin at the moment. 
Is there much of a dancehall or grime 
scene there? 

"There is quite a good scene here, surprisingly. 
Not a big one, but very active. People like the Sick 
Girls, Grimetime, 2Krazy and Freak Camp, Mack 
Jiggah, Maxximus, Something J and Timeblind. 
Quite a few people putting on parties, DJing, 
producing - it's fun. Berlin in general is a nice place 
to live, and there are a lot more raves and festivals 
in Europe than in the States. " 

I met you at a party once - one of you threw 
a chocolate pie in someone's face. 

" Holy shit. Wow. That was a very blurry, 
drunken party. Zach threw the pie in that guy's face, 
but somehow got him to sign a piece of a cigarette 
packet saying he wasn't going to try and fight him 
after. I had nothing to do with it but I remember 
it being funny as hell." 

www.wearechangeagent.com/shadeblog 
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"... their textured harmonies speak volumes of sunshine, rain, 
canyons and clouds... " Plan B 

"a hazy treat" Mojo 



Twisted Folk tour (with Turing) 

20th October Glasgow ABC 

21st October Manchester Night And Day 

22nd October Birmingham Glee Club 

23rd October Cambridge Junction 

24th October Brighton Komedia 

25th October London Scala 



Full Length Album 

on CD and Double LP 




NEW ALBUM 



FIVE O'CLOCK HEROES 



BEND TO THE BREAKS 

OUT NOW 



IRECORDSI 



OCTOBER 

Sat 7 HULL Welly Yo-Yo Club 
Tues 10 CARLISLE Brickyard 
Wed 11 LONDON Old Blue Last 
Sun 15 BRISTOL Thelka 
Fri 20 BELFAST Bunker 
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WWW.THEIVEOCLOCKHEROES.COM 




here forever always 



Words: kicking_k 

Illustration: Anna Giertz 



Warn DeFever's perpetually peripheral anti-band His Name Is Alive return from the avant-rock 
margins with another confounding and bittersweet missive 



So, I bought this record. The cover looked like 
one of those primitive faked-fairy snapshots, but 
massively over-exposed, the clash and fold of 
textures unravelling into black-and-white abstract 
impressionism. I don't remember why I picked it 
up that day. I didn't listen to it before I bought it, 
but I took it home to my teenage bedroom, and 
I put it on, and hmm... 

I don't know what I was expecting, but probably 
not car exhaust, engine rev, drumming on a 
radiator, guitars distilled to glass sheets layered 
so thick they become opaque, like enough windows 
would eventually block out the sun. And at the 
other end of the spectrum, the lead to the rhythm, 
I guess, pure tones ached like winter sunbeams, 



So, I bought this 
record... 



other voices, death-obsessed lyrics delivered in a sad 
falsetto, the careful phrasing of a liturgical chant. It 
sounded haunted. It sounded wholly out of time, or 
context - a time capsule. It sounded like a haunted 
time capsule. 

It's fair to say I didn't listen to it a great deal. 
It felt too far out. It kind of gave me the chills. 
Admirably, the band managed to stagger on 
without my patronage, producing a slew of albums 
over the next decade or so. And then, about a 
month and a half ago I saw a familiar name on 
a promo, put it on, emitted an exclamation mark, 
sent a few emails, stacked up the records I missed 
in the interim and started this feature. 



The one constant in the story of His Name Is 
Alive - this perpetually peripheral band and/or anti- 
band - is Warn DeFever, yr typical unique creative 
outsider putting out intensely aestheticised and 
accomplished products on 4AD (until the last album, 
but more on that later). I sat and listened to his back 
catalogue really hard, then I sat down and wrote to 
him. His initial reply read: "k-hey-so many tough 
questions! ! ! - I'll get right on it! ! ! - gimme a minute 
-thanks- war". So I did. And then: 

How do you feel about people equating you 
with the band? How do the band feel about it? 

"They're usually upset when the magazine 
review doesn't mention their names but they'll be 
pretty happy when the deranged fan with a pistol 
shoots me at a show." 

For the record, Karin Oliver was the initial voice 
of the band, the unearthly conduit for the band's 
early exploratory phase - Livonia (1 990), as invoked 
above, the 23-song psych flux of Home Is In Your 
Head and then the comparative dream pop of 
Mouth To Mouth. Next, soul singer Lovetta Pippen 
took over as - with Stars On ESP- the band took 
a wholly unexpected turn away from way indie 
introversion into a musicological play of styles drawn 
from 'FM Oldies'. 

"Stars On ESP is our most popular record in the 
United States, but in England it seemed like that's 
when people who were 4AD fans stopped also 
being His Name Is Alive fans," says DeFever. 

It was a very provocative move. . . 

"I'm not sure how anybody perceives this band. 
I really try not to think about it. In the old days we 
got a lot of mail from troubled teens, prisoners, fake 
healers, silver tongues, fortune tellers, Satanists, etc. 



Since then I can't barely even look at the audience 
when were doing a show, I'm so afraid. . . " 

Having amassed some serious critical verbiage 
for the records that followed (most notably, the 
serious, sad, slow flood of 2001 's Someday My 
Blues Will Cover The Earth), Warn broke with 
two HNIA career staples with new album Detrola 
- recording outside of his house for the first time 
and then regretfully parting company with 4AD, 
though the band remain on good terms with Ivo 
Watts-Russell, the label's founder and ideologue 
(himself no longer affiliated). I ask if the advent of 
instant-access internet has helped the band. "When 
we didn't have a label for four years it helped to sell 
handmade stuff online. Cloud boxes, electric 
kalimbas, etc. " (Please note: I totally can't fathom 
whether this is a joke or not.) 

OK. 2006. Detrola. Don't call it a comeback. No, 
really, don't- it doesn't sound anything like the rest 
of their output (except it kind of does, obviously, but 
only deep down). The traditional instrumentation 
of the last few releases is phasered asunder by 
an influx of purring electronic tones and re-upped 
eccentric arrangements - and new vocalists 
Erika and Andrea bring an unexpected touch of 
bittersweet Carpenters-flavoured purity onboard. 

Was this a purposeful shake-up? 

"I'm working on a theory that in a hundred 
years when they look back at the 20th Century, 
they'll see that the real accomplishments were 
really 1 ) Carole King's Tapestry, 2) electro - 
minimalist detroit techno from Model 500 
through Drexciya, and 3) ragtime. Not necessarily 
in that order." 

You should buy this record. 
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includes the singles 
BUSY DOING NOTHING and 
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CLIMATE 

After 20 years in the service of extreme metal # are Slayer still the foremost horsemen 
of the apocalypse? 



If you're ever desperate for a concentrated hit of 
anti-fun, I recommend you attend a photoshoot 
with Californian metal legends Slayer. Today, we're 
down a grubby, piss-stained London alley watching 
four stern, mirthless men in their forties lean against 
a black metal gate. Plan B photographer Cat Stevens 
is attempting to get them to loosen up and act 
natural, but I honestly don't think they know how. 
"Do you guys talk to each other?" she jibes. "Ever?" 
Cue a ripple of subdued laughter, spiked with a 
subtle pang of discomfort. She hit a nerve there. 
" I put our longevity down to compromise, " 
confides Tom Araya (bass, vocals and greying 
beard). "And in all honesty, I think I'm the one 
who's been doing the compromising. This could 
have been through a long time ago. It'd be really 
easy to break this band up. People ask me, 'How 
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have you managed to stay together for so long?' 
It's because I've allowed it. " 

Guitarists Jeff Hanneman and Kerry King are 
men of considerable girth, if you take my meaning. 
They wear sunglasses all the fuckin' time, even 
in their luxurious but actually rather drab and 
dispiriting hotel rooms. Together, they stride around 
like the finalists in a Big Bad Wolf contest. Araya 
and drummer Dave Lombardo are impeccably 
polite and cheerful. That is, when they're not 
around Hanneman and King. 

"Another thing," adds Araya, "is that you're 
bound by obligations. You have contracts. At the 
beginning it wasn't like that. But now everything is 
paper and signature. This says here that I own you. 
Until you've met your commitments, you're stuck 
with me.' So, you learn to avoid all that rather than 



shoot yourself in the foot and have people start 
telling you, 'It's your fault this is all going to hell 
-you gotta pay!' 

"But," he sighs. "I really believe in this band. 
That's the biggest part. I believe in the music 
we create." 

"I live it every day/Don 't know another way" 
-'Catalyst' 

Slayer's new album Christ Illusion is being hailed as 
a 'return to form' for the band. Those transmitting 
this particular meme may have missed 2001 's utterly 
savage God Hates Us All, but more about that later. 
In any case, Christ Illusion isn't a return to form, nor 
is it a case of 'if it ain't broke don't fix it' laziness, 
as suggested when it was reviewed in September's 




OF FEAR 



Words: Joe Stannard 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



Plan B. Listen to the ouevre from 1 983 's Show No 
/V/e/ry onward and two things become evident. 
First, Slayer never lost their form. Second, no two 
Slayer albums sound alike: the AC/DC of thrash 
they ain't. Christ Illusion represents yet another 
shift in the band's sound, being blunter and more 
claustrophobic than any of its predecessors. 
Everything sounds a little too close for comfort, 
a little too real. If, as Plan B's George Taylor states, 
"The real magic has left the stage", then it's 
perfectly consistent with where Slayer are right 
now. In 2006, they have no use for magic. No 
time for illusion. No mercy. 

Constant throughout all this mutation has 
been the furious howl of vocalist and bassist Tom 
Araya. Much of the attention devoted to Slayer has 
concentrated on King and Hanneman's riffs and 



their wayward, almost harmolodic soloing, or 
Lombardo's formidable drumming. ButAraya's 
vocals are an indispensible element of Slayer's 
sound, hidden in plain view, yet immediately 
recognisable and distinct from the generic 'cookie 
monster' style that predominates in the world of 
extreme metal. 

"When I go back and listen to Show No Mercy, 
Haunting The Chapel and Hell Awaits, you can 
hear that I'm trying to sound really angry and 
aggressive," Araya smiles. "But on Reign In Blood, 
I started singing differently. It just came naturally. 
I guess it became very distinctive. I'm amazed I was 
able to sing the way I sang on those first three 
records, because singing that way can really fuck 
up your voice. Maybe in the studio I was doing 
that, but when I sang the songs live, I was belting 



them. So when people say, 'You're a singer! ' I say, 
'No, I'm more the screamer in the band. I scream 
in key'." 

He's also a consummate character actor, 
inhabiting each lyrical role with genuine conviction. 
Songs concerning serial murderers are a staple of 
metal, but few are invested with the humanity and 
empathy Araya brings to 'Dead Skin Mask' (an ode 
to Ed Gein) or '312' (a tribute to Jeffrey Dahmer). 
On putrescently psychedelic numbers such as 
'Seasons In The Abyss', 'Bloodline' and their cover 
of Iron Butterfly's 'Inna Gadda Da Vida' it is Araya 
that brings the weirdness, his multitracked vocal 
lines slipping and sliding over King and Hanneman's 
riffs with queasy lubriciousness. Lombardo 
graciously acknowledges Araya's contribution 
to the band's rhythmic impact. 
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We're all complicit in the endless 
cycle of human misery, whether 
through inaction, malice or plain 
weakness. Guilty as fuck 



"When Tom sings," remarks the drummer, 
"the guitars become just a floating sound. It's not 
something that I follow. But there's something 
between me and him, the vocals and the drums, 
that sets this pulse. It's amazing. I heard a recent live 
recording, it was one of the slower ones like 'South 
Of Heaven' or 'Dead Skin Mask' and man, we were 
just dead on ! Tom's vocals were locking into the 
drums and it grooved so well, I was just blown away. 
I kept playing it over and over again, telling my kids, 
'Listen to that! Listen to that! Listen how he locks 
into the drums!' Everything else didn't matter. 
What mattered was the vocals, and the beat. " 

Dave Lombardo rejoined Slayer in 2001 after 
a nine-year absence, but Christ Illusion is the first 
album to feature his unmistakable double-kick work 
since 1 990's Seasons In The Abyss. During his time 
away from the band he established himself as one of 
the world's leading avant-rock drummers, working 
with John Zorn, Mike Patton and DJ Spooky. While 
his replacement Paul Bostaph did a fine job of 
keeping the heartbeat of Slayer speeding into the 
(blood) red, Lombardo brings a non-metal dexterity 
and suppleness to their music, incorporating the 
exploratory zeal of the dedicated improviser. 



"I always wing it," he nods. "I make it up as 
I go along and even live, I try to add a little bit more. 
Because I've learned the songs so well, it's like, 
'Wow, I should have done this in the recording 
session ! ' But I can never go back. It's an increased 
courage. I'm more positive and more confident 
about what I'm doing now. It's good to be back. " 

Lombardo's stupefying, rapid-fire battery was 
instrumental in making 1 986's Reign In Blood 
a serious contender for the title of The Greatest 
Metal Album Ever Recorded. Around 28 minutes 
of concise brutality and relentless morbidity, Reign 
In Blood is the album most owned by people who 
only own one Slayer album. And perhaps rightly so. 

But while Reign's place in the canon is secure, 
I'd argue for God Hates Us All as Slayer's greatest 
achievement on their own terms. A grand 
dramatisation of Kerry King's bitter disgust at 
everything, God Hates Us All essays alienation on 
a galactic scale. It's a sonic invocation of the secret 
part of us that identifies with the suicide bomber, 
the serial killer, the extremist. . .The part of us that 
wishes the whole world would just f uckin' burn, 
because that's all we deserve. We're all complicit 
in the endless cycle of human misery, whether 



through inaction, malice or plain human weakness. 
It doesn't matter. We're all the same. Guilty as fuck. 

"/ hate everyone equally. . Just me in my world of 
enemies"- 'Disciple' 

It isn't solely a case of Slayer - or Kerry King - versus 
the world. The band's rage is equally capable of 
turning in on itself. But while the internal conflicts 
experienced by contemporaries such as Metallica 
and Megadeth have resulted in dismembered line- 
ups, substandard music, or both, Slayer are peculiar 
in that the antagonism that lies just beneath the 
surface seems not only to fuel the band's creativity 
but also ensure their continued survival. During our 
interview, Tom Araya implies that his unhappiness 
with King and Hanneman's tight grip on the 
songwriting credits almost led to his departure. 
However he claims to have learned how to use 
this dissatisfaction as a motivational tool. It sounds 
debilitating in theory, but check the guy's track 
record - it works. 

" I have to find an outlet for it, " chuckles Araya. 
"And it seems to work well for me. It's that constant 
drip of oil, fuelling the fire." 

There's no better indication of negativity 
fostering creativity than 'Supremist', the last song 
on Christ Illusion. It's a damn near perfect illustration 
of why Slayer are still a vital creative force after 20- 
odd years. 'Supremist' is a musical scourge, a purge, 
a holocaust. Sure, you've heard that before. But this 
song is genuinely horrifying, more so than anything 
death metal or grindcore has to offer and on a par 
with the rampant nihilism of Norway's black metal 
elite, minus the cartoonish Satanic posturing. 
Beginning as a waspish hardcore speed-fest, the 
song warps through various riffacious permutations 
until it bursts into the final movement, at which 
point everything just goes off. Tom -frenzied yet 
excruciatingly human - intones, "Must maintain 
control of the weak/Must contain the minds of 
the free", while Kerry and Jeff lay down an electric 
hellscape somewhere between classic Celtic Frost, 
Godf lesh and early Swans. Shards of feedback 
descend like fire from heaven and guitar strings 
whine like the human spirit crushed under the 
yoke of tyranny. 

I tell Tom that this is the most chilling song on 
the album, and add that its effect is less to do with 
velocity or heaviness, but the creation of an 
atmosphere that is uniquely Slayer-ish. 

"When you hear a riff, it's not a question of 
whether it sounds like it should be a Slayer riff or 
whatever," he agrees. "It's about creating an 
atmosphere. It's got nothing to do with speed, 
it's got nothing to do with the cookie monster 
voice. It's got everything to do with the mood 
that you're creating." 

That old chestnut from George Orwell's 
Nineteen Eighty-Four about a boot stamping 
on a human face, forever. . .Well, it's been a little 
overused. But fuck it, it applies here. 'Supremist' 
is a stark vision of humankind's final subjugation 
and subsequent extinction. In a world where 
you might be worried about stepping on a bus, 
train or plane for fear of being blown to bits by 
homemade explosives, or about the increasingly 
stubborn weirdness of American foreign policy, 
or about the stifling climate of fear that we've 
been plunged into over the last few years, this is 
potent, relevant stuff. 

Meanwhile, the rictus grin 'culture of the 
monoform' as described by filmmaker Peter Watkins 
{Punishment Park, The War Game, The Gladiators) 
grows ever more firmly entrenched. As the world 
collapses around our ears, we're encouraged to 
keep smiling, keep fucking, keep shopping. Yet 
also to be afraid. Very afraid. It's a mad world, for 
sure. And if any band articulates that madness more 
accurately than Slayer, I've yet to hear them. 
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New single out 
16th October 

CD/2x77download 

Features exclusive bonus tracks, 
demo version &? poster 

Go to www.jamie-t.com for latest, 
news &? sign up for free download 



MONEY, MONEY, MONEY TOUR 06 

OCTOBER: Thu 05, Preston - 53 Degrees • Fri 06, Hull - Adelphi 

Sun 08, Aberdeen - Tunnels • Mon 09, Glasgow - Abc2 

Tue 10, Newcastle - Global • Thu 12, Leeds - Mine @ Uni 

Fri 13, Sheffield - Plug • Sun 15, Liverpool - Barfly - Loft 

Mon 16, Manchester - Club Academy • Tue 17, Birmingham - Academy 

Thu 19, London - Scala • Fri 20, Cardiff- Barfly 

Sun 22, Bristol - Thekla • Mon 23, Nottingham - Rescue Rooms 

Tue 24, Stoke - Sugarmill • Fri 27, Tunbridge Wells - Forum 

Sat 28, Portsmouth - Wedgewood Rooms • Sun 29, Oxford - Zodiac 

Mon 30, Brighton - Audio 

NOVEMBER: Wed 01, Exeter - Cavern Club 





# y^l 



THE HORRORS Count In Fives 

Single Out 30th October On 2 x Limited 7" Vinyls & Download 



On Tour In October: 

Tues 10th Leeds Met Uni 0113 211 1600 

Wed 11th Portsmouth Pyramids 023 9282 1355 

Thurs 12th Cambridge Junction 01223 511 511 

Fri 13th Cardiff Great Hall 029 2078 1158 

Sun 15th London Astoria 0870 150 0011 

Tues 17th Sheffield Leadmill 0870 010 1555 




Wed 18th Bournemouth Uni 0870 010 6565 

Fri 20th Nottingham Trent Uni 0115 818 6200 

Sun 22nd Oxford Brookes Uni 01865 181 750 

Mon 23rd Norwich Waterfront 01603 508 050 

Tues 21th Liverpool Academy 0870 771 2000 

Wed 25th Newcastle Northumbria Uni 0191 263 5000 



Buy tickets online: www.nme.com/GIGS 



www.myspace.com/thehorrors 







SHOULD WE GO 

OUTSIDE? 

What does outsider music mean to you? Unselfconscious # unique musicianship; crazy people with 
detuned guitars; kitsch Mormon pop - or just plain 'indie'? We track down some true originals and 
ask if the outsider can -or should -survive in our irony-fuelled digital age 



Words: David McNamee 

Illustration: Nick White 




There is no such thing as a guilty pleasure. Do not trust bad art. 

The term 'outsider music' was coined in 1 996 by the WFMU DJ Irwin Chusid. 
He appropriated the 'outsider' label from the 'outsider art' movement , a genre 
which prided naivety over precision, and applied it to an atomised troupe of 
miscreants and outcasts whose unique voices had, somehow, found their 
way onto magnetic tape. 

It was always an umbrella term. 

The cornerstones of this outsider music were Daniel Johnston, The Shaggs, 
Jandek and Wesley Willis. Outsiderdom was crudely signified by wilful obscurity 
(Jandek's serial killer-like reclusiveness), mental illness (Willis's 'hilarious' 
expression of schizophrenia, as performed by an overweight, homeless 
black man with a Casio, and Johnston's own seismic, personality-splintering 
bipolar depression) and an indie-friendly childishness typified most explicitly 
by professional amateurs The Shaggs. 

Since Chusid compiled these acts on his Songs In The Key Of Z CD and book 
in 2000, 'outsider music' has become a term as diffuse and nebulous as 'avant- 
garde' -something that can and has been applied to infinite curios. Everett True 
even hijacked the label as a politically correct byword for the dreaded 'indie' in 
Careless Talk Costs Lives. 

Perhaps most aggravatingly, outsider music is increasingly a status of 
credibility conferred to artefacts of kitsch. The records most often classified 
as outsider music these days are: awful pop records made by actors (William 
Shatner's 'real life' UFO-encounter-inspired Transformed Man, or Robert 
Mitchum's almost-Pakistani patois on his calypso album); public information 
or personal improvement records; anti-drugs songs; Christian preaching in the 
pop song; corporate jingles; music written or performed by children. 

Otis Fodder's excellent 365 Days Project- where he blogged an mp3 
and explanation every day for a year - is one of the better examples of this 
classification. Here, 'outsider music' becomes a giant scrapbook, copied and 
pasted bits of found sound dug out of boot fairs and bins, found in dusty home- 
recorded cassettes stuffed down the back of sofas - an audio equivalent of the 
wonderful Found magazine. 

Nevertheless, outsider music's badge of credibility is one that hinges on 
notions of 'purity', so we need to siphon off the self-consciously 'eccentric' 
novelties, and return the focus to genuine artists - people with integrity, 



depth and conviction, whose art sounds like nothing else and seems to come 
from nowhere. 

The outsider musicians I love the most have a very limited interpretation of 
what pop music is. They are people who aren't particularly immersed in modern 
music, or even the structure and instrumentation of most popular music. This 
engenders a kind of 'rootless music' - one that is not entrenched in the codes 
and conventions of any one genre, and that doesn't appeal to any predicated 
criteria of 'authenticity'. These artists generally work alone - in many instances 
they are not people who are competent at integrating into society, so self- 
reliance is a necessity. 

They are people who aren't as concerned with learning how to play 
instruments, as expressing an idea or a feeling. The art is not necessarily made 
beautiful by the music itself, but it resonates because the transmission of the 
idea is so powerful. What you're drawn to ultimately is a kind of ghost in the 
music - something strange and lovely between the notes. Thoughts. 

To do this requires an epic suspension of self-awareness. Something that 
most normal people are completely incapable of. Perhaps the most obvious 
signifier of outsider musicians is the reason why most of them are shunned: 
their voices. Some of them, like BJ Snowden, aren't that great at hitting the 
right notes in the right order. Others, like Tiny Tim, are incredible singers, but 
their voices are so unusual that they are unlistenable to most ears. 

art brut 

Nevertheless, Tiny Tim was one of the few outsider musicians who became 
huge. In the late Sixties, his migraine-inducing falsetto made him a household 
name -there was even a Tiny Tim board game. His popularity dwindled rapidly 
after the release of his first couple of albums - a sure sign that his appreciation 
was grounded in novelty - but he became a kind of tragic cult icon over time. 

"Tiny was very aware of how people interpreted his music," says Ernie Clark, 
curator of tinytim.org. "Tiny never thought of himself as a novelty act, nor was 
he upset if fans thought of him as one. He was thrilled by the attention. " 

As Tiny passed away some years before the term 'outsider music' was even 
coined, he was unaware of its tricksy associations. Connotations that 'outsiders' 
working today -particularly those showcased in Songs In The Key Of Z- are 
almost painfully aware of. 
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sensory overload: bob vido 

It is entirely possible there is some dense, 
indecipherable concept uniting Bob Vido 
- One-Man Band. Only two copies of the 
album have ever been found. Its finder, 
Jonathan Ward, curator of bobvido.com, 
also discovered a self-published book by 
Vido, Rhizology- a jumbled, handwritten 
scrawl of pseudo-philosophy conjured 
from non sequiturs, complicated tables, 



" I think Bob truly believed that he 
was destined for fame," says Ward. "Not 
a fame that brought money or celebrity, 
but fame for being a renowned 'man of 
ideas'. He claims he'd spent seven years 
working out how to trisect an angle, a 
classically difficult problem that stumped 
the ancient Greeks. One of my favourite 
parts of the book is a rejection letter from 
the Navy for his proposed 'space craft 
that utilises magnetic currents and 
cosmic rays for propulsion'. 

"The overall impression one gets 
when hearing his music is one that's part 
zany neighbour, part guileless weirdo, 
and part frenetic, possibly deluded 
personality disorder. Once you read his 
writing and see his artwork, you can tell 
that this was someone who had the 
capacity to understand complicated 
mathematical concepts, as well as feel 
the need to lecture about diet and ulcers, 
paint portraits to make a living, write 
dense screeds about cosmic rays, and 
above all, believe in himself." 



" I know for a fact that I do not fit the category of an 'outsider' because 
I am a college-educated musician, " protests Bertha Jeanne (BJ) Snowden, the 
New York music teacher whose off-key odes to Canada made her famous. " I 
can play my instrument because I have a degree in performance. I majored in 
classical and jazz piano. The people who make negative comments about me 
know nothing about music. A lot of college-educated musicians like my music. 

"When people come to my shows, they think that they are coming to 
laugh," she continues, "but then when I finish they end up telling me that 



naive art 

The gorgeous lack of self-awareness inherent in outsiders can occur for many 
reasons, and yes, in some instances it may be because of some form of learning 
difficulty which estranges one's sense of empathy with the majority of people. 

Outsider musicologists like Chusid are quick to emphasise that the defining 
characteristic of outsider music should be earnestness. I agree, of course, that 
irony is the ugliest and most base form of humour- it is Bad Art. Problematically 
for many of the artists Chusid surrounds himself with, though, is that their 
burning earnestness provides a convenient platform for people to laugh at them. 
The pantheon of Wesley Willises and Jack Mudurians that outsider fans revel in 
sometimes scan as little more than musical Joey Deacons - blissfully unwitting 
objects of a particularly distasteful kind of ridicule. 

One group of musicians who emphatically challenge this notion of retard- 
as-spectacle are The Kids Of Widney High. A musical project run at a Los Angeles 
school for severely disabled kids, their first album, 1 989's Special Music From 
Special Kids is life-affirming stuff. Over almost Jan Hammer-ish arrangements, 
the kids sing stridently about stuff they think is cool: cars, teddy bears, insects. 
'Mirror Mirror' uses the Snow White rhyme as a chorus, but the lyrics 'Vol look 
cute? '/Am I ugly? /Does someone think I'm pretty? /What colour make up should 
I/Put on my face?" , written and sung by a girl with gigantism -shortly before she 
died from a grand mal seizure - make the sentiment almost brutal. 

The next generation of Widney kids made an album for Mike Patton's Ipecac 
label. Let's Get Busy both normalised their illnesses - the title track is a fantastic 
wonky party jam about eating pizza and making out- and aggressively 
demanded acceptance from a society that had them marginalised. 'Respect' 
sees Aretha's hit recontextualised into a thrilling pro-'mongoloid' rallying call. 

Children, generally, are valued in outsiderdom. The championship of Langley 
Schools Music Project' Innocence & Despair- the cult Seventies recording of 
Canadian primary schoolers belting out Beach Boys and Carpenters hits - is 
evidence of the twee hallmarks of outsider music. Innocence & Despair planted 
the ravaged words of Brian Wilson and Karen Carpenter - emotionally crippled 
adults whose very bodies screamed out to return to childhood - in the mouths 
of kids too young to comprehend their desolate nursery rhymes. The clapping, 
stomping enthusiasm is heartbreaking. But there's still something both creepy 
and obvious about Innocence & Despair's adulation. You're not applauding 



What you're drawn to is a kind of ghost in the music 
something strange and lovely between the notes 



my show was great and it also put them in a good mood if they were in a bad 
mood before." 

BJ has been writing songs since the age of three and she's awfully serious 
about her art. BJ is an outsider because her songs don't fit any real musical 
template, except that they all sound like mini-national anthems. Her voice 
may not always be the easiest on the ear but her happy songs are joyous and 
unrestrained, and her sad songs - even her hymn for 9/1 1 - are heartfelt and 
touching. Most recently, BJ has tested a new rap direction. 



falsetto memories: tiny tim 

Ernie Clarke, oftinytim.org: 

" I don't think he really thought 
of himself as a cult 'outsider' icon. He 
really believed in what he was doing 
and I think his fans understood that 
Tiny was the real deal. They admired 
him for his dedication. Tiny was a very 
humble soul. 

"Tiny was a very serious musicologist 
and spent many hours studying and 



learning everything he could about 
the history of the music era that he 
loved most. 

" He could sing hundreds of songs 
off the top of his head and tell you 
the date a song was recorded, who 
recorded it and even the matrix number 
of the recording. 

"Tiny's greatest motivation for 
singing was his desire to share the great 
old songs and artists of the past with 
the public at large. 

"The main thing he wanted was to 
be accepted as a serious artist. He really 
believed in himself and never gave up 
or backed down. 

" He stood his ground and won 
over his biggest critics by the time 
he was into his first or second song of 
the show. The people that came to laugh 
were cheering the loudest. 

"That's what made Tiny so special. 

?ally believed in what he was 

g and had the talent to back up 
his determination." 



either the children or the songwriters - but the concept, which occasionally 
feels a bit cold. 

incorrect music 

Although the innocence factor, whether it comes from age or just a lack of self- 
awareness, is a key component in outsiderdom, equally surprising music can 
come out of weird 'happy accidents' in otherwise lucid individuals. 

Robert Zaprian Tchomoneff Vidoloff lived and died alone in Hollywood. He 
claimed to be a close personal friend of Mickey Rourke and Liz Taylor and that 
he'd received a Nobel citation. Perhaps weirdly, he was less forthcoming about 
his real accomplishment: Bob Vido -One-Man Band. The album that Vidoloff 
self-released as Bob Vido in 1 974 was only really discovered after his death 
in 1 995, aged 80. Side A, 'Songs', is a wheezing, gibbering swirl of surrealist 
accordion pop, full of awful Fifties slanguage and stream-of-consciousness 
ramble about "mathoto meters", "astrometometers" and "musatometers". 
Side B, 'Horns', is a frantic scramble of droning organ, chanted vocals, drums, 
sax, clarinet and trumpet- all squeezed and teased by Bob himself. This frantic 
space jazz has been compared by some listeners to Sun Ra, although Vido seems 
to come from a planet farther out even than Ra. 

Someone operating on a similar cosmic tangent to Vido, albeit more lucidly, 
was Boston street musician The Space Lady. A former hippy, 'Suzy Soundz' 
and her draft-dodger boyfriend were in hiding from the authorities in the early 
Eighties, so she brought home by the bacon by concocting an elaborate busker 
alter-ego: The Space Lady. Feeding an early battery-powered Casiotone through 
a phase-shifter as she performed in the passages of Boston's tube system, she 
found that her soft, delicate voice echoed unnaturally around the phasing tones 
of the Casio, creating a beautiful, if hallucinatory effect. Performing in a winged 
helmet with blinking lights, she regaled commuters with detached, dreamy 
renditions of space-themed radio hits vaguely recalled from her tripping days 
- and radically reinterpreted in the distorted remembering. 

Suzy hung up her winged helmet in 2000, to return home and care for her 
elderly parents. She keeps the legacy of The Space Lady alive via the medium 
of MySpace, where she enjoys a small and loyal coterie of fans. Uniquely, she is 
not offended by association with the other crazy people (she terms it 'incorrect 
music') of Songs In The Key OfZ, and claims to enjoy much of the music. 
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outsider music 



folk art 

Plan B, as part of the original brief for this feature, asked me to identify who the 
"up-and-coming outsider musicians of tomorrow" are. It's not answerable. 

The means of production, distribution and classification have changed so 
much in the periods since the artists discussed here began making music - going 
back to the Fifties and Sixties - that the goalposts of an 'outsider' have shifted 
considerably. In this musical climate, a musician operating reclusively, with their 
own self-scripted pop shorthand and sketchy compositional structure, is much 
more likely to be accepted and covered in magazines like this. Think of people 
like Thomas Truax and Dame Darcy, who, however studied we may perceive 
them as being now, could just as easily have been Harry Partch or Lucia Pamela, 
had they been born 50 years earlier. 

Because the internet makes DIY global distribution a possibility -as well as 
providing an almost everlasting record of one's achievements - it means that 
the crucial 'lost artefact' factor of the outsider is missing. 

So people like Brent Simon -the proudly obese space nerd who videos 
his Casio compositions for YouTube - has become a Jedi Boy-style internet 
sensation instantly as links to his work are email-traded in lunch hours. He has 
the signifiers of the slightly kitschier outsider icons, but none of the enigma. 
Everyone can see right through the joke. 

Maybe we need a new umbrella phrase. Something like The Space Lady's 
'incorrect music' to distance the avatars from the charlatans. Outsider music 
is not just a label now, but a genre- something that people consciously align 
with. In this, the classification loses half of its impetus; its artists become aware. 
It stops becoming a natural mode. It becomes all artifice and exaggeration. 

It becomes kitsch. 
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casio comsos: the space lady 

"I certainly was transformed by my 
musical persona," affirms Suzy Sounds. 
" Not to sound too New Age and corny, 
but I felt I was truly channelling an 
intelligence and musicality that was far 
beyond my own. My music touched 
people in a very psychic and supernatural 
way. I also seemed to be surrounded in 
an ethereal bubble of protection." 

In 1 990 a homemade Space Lady 
cassette appeared, featuring among 
other standards, Suzy's shimmering alien 
love secret: 'I Had Too Much To Dream 
(Last Night)'. Weirdly textured, even with 
just keyboard and voice, her version of 
the Electric Prunes' song is a deep 
dreaming in colour and sound that leaves 
the listener drunk on mood. It's an effect 
that only outsider mathematician- 
musician Delia Derbyshire could rival, on 
White Noise's 1 969 avant-pop 
touchstone An Electric Storm. 

The Space Lady became a popular 
local attraction, but Suzy insisted she 



didn't want to compromise her art in the 
record industry - despite the fact Suzy 
and her three children were homeless 
for much of this period. 

" I loved my career as a street 
musician and never wanted to go 
mainstream," she told me. "I was told 
by so many of my fans that I represented 
something important to them, a beacon 
of how art can survive against all odds, 
I guess." 



Various 

Music In The Margins (Sub Rosa) 

There was a band who camped out in 
my house for a few days, a duo from NYC 
-Schizo Fun Addict. The girl claimed not to 
have spoken since the age of 1 1 when she 
was visited by angels. She was the singer. 
The boy, Jet, posted an treatise online on 



mean "outside of mainstream music" 
- music in the slipstream. I was fed up 
with the way that other terms (indie, 
underground, alternative) had been hijacked 
by disinterested journalists and decided to 
embark on a little revisionism of my own. 
And it's a foolish critic who decides to draw a 
line between Billy Childish, Can and Shooby 



www.spinmasterplantpot.netfirms.com, 
www.en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Andy_Milonakis 
- or check the Nerdcore Rising videos on 
YouTube. But does their very accessibility 
negate them from the status 'outsider artist'? 

This brings us, in roundabout fashion, 
back to Musicln The Margins- 25 tracks 
(most definitely not always 'songs') of 



that. Latvian psychologists who claim to 
have captured the voices of the dead (Dr 
Konstantin Raudive), French dreamers 
who build 'Reality Filters' in their garages, 
aiming to pick up the entirety of the world's 
interference in their garage (Jacques 
Brodier), pieces drawn from music therapy 
and improvisational workshops in Belgium, 



Because the internet makes DIY global distribution a 
possibility, the crucial 'lost artefact' factor of the outsider 
is missing 



how The Stone Roses were angels 
reincarnated that was over 750,000 words 
long - longer than the New Testament itself. 
Does this make them outsider artists? Their 
music (twee, jangling) doesn't qualify - but 
is it true, as the sleeve notes to this latest 
self-proclaimed collection of outsider music 
Musicln The Margins suggest, that "the 
process is more important than the result" ? 

Outsider music takes its name from 
outsider art. The idea of outsider art, Art 
Brut, was conceived around 1 945 by French 
painter Jean Dubuffetto incorporate "works 
executed by those immune to artistic culture 
in which imitation has no role; in which their 
creators take all -subjects, materials, 
transposition, rhythm, style, etc -from their 
own individuality and not from the base of 
classical art or stylish trends". 

So what is outsider music? Music made 
by social or mental outsiders; a snappier 
way of saying 'cult' or 'underground' or 
'authentic'? The problem is, you can't set 
criteria on outsider music because it only 
exists in the minds of journalists -the people 
creating it don't conform to any one genre, 
although some of them might thinkthey do. 

Outsider music as a concept began in the 
mid-Nineties. But fans of the 'genre' have 
always been wary about using the actual 
phrase 'outsider music', not least because 
they feel uneasy about the idea of exploiting 
mentally unstable artists. When I picked up 
and ran with the term in Careless Talk Costs 
Lives, I was crudely using outsider music to 



Taylor The Human Horn simply because one 
might have more difficulty relating to the 
norm than the next. 

Interestingly, a forthcoming Trikont 
compilation put together by German 
magazine testcard uses the same, broader 
definition as CTCL: "When we talk about 
outsiders (German: 'AuBenseiter')," writes 
editor Martin Busser, "It means everyone 
who is working against mainstream culture 
and is aware of that. He/she must not be 
mentally diseased or anything like that to 
be an outsider. So music from 'AuBenseiter' 
means more or less cultural pranksters, 
dilettantes and [people] like that without 
any mental or social background, and the 
discrimination which could be associated 
by using that term. " So the compilation 
features Jad Fair, mid-West insurrectionists 
The Frogs, crazed electric saw player Eugene 
Chadbourne, Calvin Johnson. . .are these 
outsider artists? Depends on whose 
definition you're using. 

People don't set out to make outsider 
music, but they also don't set out not to 
make it. Its very existence gives credence to 
the idea there's a set of criteria by which you 
can define what's mainstream. Yet, look 
closer at the musical communities on the 
edges of society - noise, jazz, improv, lo-fi 
- and you'll note that they actively pursue 
and support outsider artists. 

It's probably fair to say that some of 
the truest and most accessible practitioners 
of outsider music today exist in cyberspace: 



enigmatic, challenging, individualistic and 
obscure music (although not always 'music', 
either). A meticulous Wesley Willis drawing 
adorns the front of the inner booklet, and 
Daniel Johnston also contributes two rather 
draining early exorcisms ('Premarital Sex', 
'Fly Eye') but mostly - and appropriately 
-this compilation is far more obscure than 



promised land: bj snowden 

" I am working about 75 per cent of 
the time as a musician and 25 per cent 
as a substitute teacher. 

" I played the children my music and 
they did enjoy it. They even brought to 
my attention that one of the songs on 
Comedy Central's South Parkhave a 
song called 'Blame Canada' which is 
a spin off of my song 'In Canada' and 
even though we are all aware that they 
did this, I can't sue them because they 
changed the melody around a little, 
but the rhythm is the same. 

"They are making a lot of money 
from this and I know they got the idea 
from me. 

" My happy songs are happy, but 
there has been tragedy in my life. I don't 
find it harder to write sad music. 

"I have a degree from Berklee 
College Of Music so I know how to write 
certain music at a certain time because I 
know my music. I am so proud that I can 
master most music styles which a lot of 



autistic accordion players, media surgeons, 
human jukeboxes. . .The truth is, outsider 
music is wherever you choose to look for it, 
and can be vastly more entertaining and 
inspirational than its bloated big brother, 
the mainstream. 

www.subrosa.net 
Everett True 



famous rock stars can't master. I am 
also so proud that my music doesn't 
sound like anyone else, which means 
that I am an individual and I don't fit 
the stereotype. 

"All the above makes me feel 
good, and I know that this is the reasoi 
why a lot of major record labels don't 
accept me. 

" I am working on some more 
Canadian sonqs." 
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party harder 
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Cansei de Ser Sexy 

Dingwalls, London 

It's a crush it's a scrum it's, oh, it's rammed and 
it's exciting. It's Beatlemania in reverse. It's 
a forest of manhands stretching towards the 
stage like baby birds squealing for a scrap of 
food from mamabird. It's testosterone miasma 
floating in a cloud above our heads, rising to 
the ceiling like mist. They're begging. They're 
pleading. They're grabbing. It's kind of rapey. 
I guess it's what rock'n'roll is all about. 

Lovefoxx doesn't mind though. Lovefoxx is 
eating it up with a spoon. Lovefoxx is, mmmpf, 
Idon'tthinkleven need to tell you howhott 
and cute and sexxus and lovely she is, with her 
Shibuya-style babyface, and her long shiny 
flapping black hair, and her little outfit of black 
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tights under a stripy black shorts-leotard thing 
layered under several black vests which she 
yanks on and off throughout the gig - UP over 
her head, BACK over her shoulders, now it's on 
her face and she's singing through it - it's hott, 
it's innocent, it's kind of naughty and she 
doesn't even realise. She's like a Samurai 
convict cartoon jazzdancer, and I don't even 
know what one of them looks like. 

Anyway. Start at the beginning. "C - S - S - 
SUXXXXX! !!!!!" they are chanting. They are 
clapping. There's none of this slow build stuff 
you get at some gigs. They are chanting and 
clapping and lam hit from the back by a tidal 
wave of menfolk. Gosh, do the boys ever love 
this stuff. The girls onstage are the cliff wall 
and the men behind me are a fucking tidal 



inbetween. I swear a man - not the man I came 
here with -is grinding his boner against the 
small of my back. I haven't felt this testosterone 
surge since early Peaches gigs. 

I am tidalwaving towards the front of the 
stage, pulled inexorably towards the guitarist, 
Luiza. Her tattoos are the seaweed now, glued 
to her shoulders, scraped across her wrists. The 
neck of her guitar extends towards me, past the 
shoulder of the photographer who ducks his 
camera away, barrelling towards my eyes till 
I dodge downwards, flexing my knees like I'm 
aboutto dive. She. Is. Immaculate. Her hair 
snakes in a lazy mullet and her body is knifelike 
and titless and she keeps half-closing her eyes 
and scrunching up her mouth into a shape that 
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inscribes just how fucking cool she feels at that 
precise moment, and that's more than allowed, 
because she's making these riffs and thumps 
on the guitar and the electropop of the album 
is bigger and more swaggery, than it's ever 
been on my speakers, mutating into bastard 
dog rock, and she's dangling a cigarette out 
her mouth and squinting her eyes up and yeah 
maybe it's a pose, but wouldn't you? 

It's undeniable that a faint whiff of 
disposability hangs over the CSS album. 
Is that a problem? Spank Rock smell the same. 
Disposability is the essence of a good party. 
Who would want a party that lasted forever? 
Could you actually function adequately as a 
human if the initial rumpetty-pum petty in love 
sexmeup high so eloquently expressed by CSS 



in 'Let's Make Love And Listen To Death From 
Above' - "Wine then bed then more then 
again/Wine then bed then more then again" 
- actually lasted forever and ever? You'd be 
a wreck; sacked; homeless; spent. This is about 
a flurry, a tsunami, a smack in the face: spinning 
till you're dizzy, running till you're choking, 
dancing till you're broken; then you stop. And 
so we wave our arms left-to-right to 'Alcohol', 
just like we're urged to, and we laugh and smile 
as the men's thrusting grabbing manhands 
lift the crowdsurfing Lovefoxxhigh into 
the sky, and we wander home, drenched in 
sweat, the riff of 'Alala' and the twist of the 
guitarist's mouth embedded in our heads for 
the following three days, and then we smile, 
and then forget. Perfect. 



I swear a man IS 



against the small 
of my back 
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Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



Resistance is offline: it's time to get assimilated into the viral, virtual, 
international fan club of Cansei de Ser Sexy 



As you will have already read in sundry other 
rags, Cansei de Ser Sexy are from Sao Paulo, 
Brazil; have a self-titled album out featuring 
indie/electro tracks with snarky and sometimes 
ironic titles you can dance to (if you wish); dress 
well; know Diplo and Bonde do Role; have 
their own logo; are "tired of being sexy" 
(like Beyonce), <3 pop music but \m/ fair-to- 
moderate hard (harder live); are five girls and 
one guy; blah blah blah, yadda yadda yadda. 
Many of these same autopilot intros will also 
have you believe CSS defy the laws of physics 
by being 'hot' and 'cool' the same time. Quel 

Your more cynical peers will loft an eyebrow 
fringeward and insinuate the following: that 
the band were put together by a producer; that 
they were started as a joke; that they're only 
getting media exposure 'cause they're girls; 
and worse, hipster princesses who do playback; 
that they're basically a pop band. Others of 
your acquaintance (you knowthe ones I mean) 
will attempt to outflank even that by airily 
conceding all those points before accusing the 
cynic of being a beardy rockist who's forgotten 
how to have fun, while opening their eyes as 
wide as is practically possible and pole-dancing 
against their leg. Then the pair will sneer at 
each other, and turn to YOU. 

I'm not here to tel I you what to reply. It's 
a tightrope over a minefield, but we all knew 
that when we signed up to MySpace. And 
anyway- enough about you. Me and CSS are 
sitting in an insultingly ersatz faux Brazilian 
patio beach bar tucked down a London 
backstreet (I'm thinking: this will make an ironic 
backdrop) - complete with deckchairs and grass 
matting plus favela chic graffiti. I ask if a single 
thing looks halfway authentic. The answer 
takes a while coming. "We have sand..." 
manages laidback guitarist Caro, half-heartedly 
gesturing toward the few feet of fake beach 
abutting the car park. 

Do I know how to set a tone or what? And, 
for the record, both your imaginary friends are 
wrong-and this is why... 

In 2004, Brazilian record company Trama set up 
a community site for bands to plug their music 
and bug the industry. When an unknown band 
zoomed to the top of the download charts 
with a messy fistful of info-age sex jams, the site 
launched a virtual label of its own especially for 
them. Ana, guitars too, very together and in 



control (excepting the wayward hair that 
constantly shadows her face), explains: "We're 
not in the Top 1 any more 'cause they have 
these hardcore rock..." "Emo bands. ..Brazil 
is infested with them," finishes Adriano, 
producer, multi-instrumentalist but mostly 
drummer, on my left, reminding me of nothing 
more than some pulp fiction private eye. 

But before all that: "When we met, she 
had a Fotolog [proto-Flickr online photo blog], 
she had a Fotolog, Lovefoxxx was in the Top 
10Fotologs in the world..." says Adriano. 
Lovefoxxx, the singer and lyricist, whose voice 
melts through her words on my Dictaphone 
tape, leaps to the defensive. 

"Because it was just when Fotolog was kind 
of starting, and I had the job I hated the most, 



- and although some still seem endearingly 
uncertain as to what to with all this attention, 
you have to imagine it would take a truckload 
oftranquilisers to slow Lovefoxxx's awesome 
repertoire of bedroom-honed dance moves - 
there isn't a line that doesn't have its own hand 
signal, a chorus that doesn't have her wrapping 
herself around a speaker, or rolling on her back 
with glittering cowboy boots bicycling the air. 

Adriano: "So when we started the band 
Fotolog it was also viewed a lot-andthisis 
before we had recorded music. " 

But you were playing shows? 

Lovefoxxx: "There was a picture of her 
birthday..." 'Her' being Ira, bass, who is mostly 
quite serious and elegant, kind of iconic- 
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sweat on, 

words than you, that's smart enougl 

to let you feel superior 



so I stayed on Fotolog, like, all day talking with 
people all over, Canada, Japan, just talking with 
interesting people." 

Inevitably (in retrospect) the six- all in thrall 
to computer-controlled day-jobs -found, and 
commented upon, each others' pictures. Soon, 
there was a band. And shortly thereafter, 
a band Fotoloq. 



Anyone that missed the (obvious) self- 
deprecating humour inherent in the band's 
name should have any remaining delusions 
dismissed by the first track on the album, 
'CSSSuxxx', which turns the title into a anti- 
anthem ic chant. And yes, they play it live. 
And yes, the crowd join in. 

Take a virtual tourofYouTube for a whole 
host of live shows - mostly captured back in 
Brazil on shaking cam phones - and you can nix 
the playback rumours (allegedly started by the 
same Brazilian hacks who describe the band as 
"Just a bunch of ridiculous girls" - quoted by 
Adriano, who, as the token guy has twice as 
much to be aggrieved about. . .) Live, CSS Roxxx 



looking. "The second show was my birthday..." 
(And the band her idea - not Adriano's.) 

And now Luiza (also with the guitars): 
"There was a picture of -we used to have 
a building where no one lives, so we could go 
and play all night" 

Ana: "That was very important." 

Luiza (enraptured): "For hours and hours..." 
(Within 20 seconds of meeting, Luiza was 
giving me a fairly detailed astrological analysis, 
despite my best protests of cosmic agnosticism). 

Lovefoxxx continues: "At the fourth 
rehearsal we had four songs. . . " 

Adriano: "...and I said, OK, let's record 
something, because everybody is seeing 
the band and starting to say bad things - 
'cause they could see the image but they'd 
never heard..." 

Ira: "Even when we had music on the 
internet, we didn't have an album -journalists 
would come to us and only ask us about 
clothes, nightlife..." 

Luiza: "'. ..'Why do you comb yr hair 
likethis'...?" 

From there? Sub Pop. From there? Here. 
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-R: Adriano, Ira, Luiza, Caro, Ana, Lovefoxxx 



cansei de ser sexy 



fuck off is not the only thing you have 
to show 

Electroclash did a lot of things very well. Human 
emotion wasn't often one of them. This song 
sees keyboards shiver in slow-motion and 
guitars burn like a heat rash as Lovefoxxx 
refuses to let this song's propulsive sadness 
get to her, locks her voice to rhythm track 
and keeps going. 

It's that amazing thing that really clever pop 
does better than almost anything else - rather 
than dragging its audience into the suffocating 
depths of the self-advertising creator, it chimes 
an everyday mood, an emotion isolated from 
the tiresome specifics of somebody else's 
autobiography-a very small, human moment 
in the middle of this beautifully synchronised, 
kaleidoscopically-unfolding machine. 

You're not what people might consider to be 
a Sub Pop band... 

Luiza laughs: "Who is? The Postal Service?" 

Point taken. 

Ana: "Deep down we're a rock band - if 
you go to a show, you can dance to it, but it's 
a rock show." 

Caro: "It's much more like at the beginning 
of Sub Pop." 

I ask for tips on how bands can get noticed 
on the internet (I'm thinking: this will make 
a neat sidebar). Ana scuppers my dream: 
"We really didn't do anything... We're not 
really experts..." 

"You have to have fun. Don't be 
pretentious," commands Luiza. 

Adriano: "If you start a band planning to get 
money and fame [everyone is laughing and 
shaking their heads], you'd better get a job..." 

Luiza summarises thus: "Make a song. Put 
the song on the internet. Small plans." 

alala 

Feedback and bass bumps, a rhythm like 
a synthesiser with a tickly cough and a lyric 
requesting ever sillier wishes, from membership 
of 'that crazy band' (guess who) to Brazilian DJ 
duo MeuKu (which, of course, just happens to 
consist of Ana and Luiza). "You're so cool," 
deadpans Lovefoxxx, "Can I be your friend?" 

There is a persistent perception of the 
band - dra wn entirely from their admittedly 
masterful performances for camera lenses - as 
ice cool fashionistas. But go from still to video, 
and their playfulness is inescapable: Caro and 
Ira might try to play it straight, but more often 
than not break into self-conscious smiles and 
averted eyes for their close-up. 

I planned on asking them lots of questions 
about Sao Paulo, their hometown megalopolis 
of high-rise skyscrapers and the biggest bus 
fleet in the world, until I saw an earlier 
interview where they stressed that they saw 
the internet more as their natural habitat. 
Then, I asked them anyway. 

I mean, come on - it's the biggest city in 
the southern hemisphere. It encompasses 
both shanty towns creeping out the edge of 
the suburbs, and super-rich who commute 
by helicopter to avoid the round-the-clock 
gridlock of the teeming streets below. Luiza 
sighs: "I love Sao Paulo, but taking a bus there 
is like getting depressed..." 

And it may be a city of 11 million, but Ana 
says, "We don't have a huge scene that we 
come from - good nightclubs, and something 
to do every day of the week, but of course you 
get tired of it, because we go out a lot. . . " 

"It's always the same!" chorus Luiza and 
Lovefoxxx. 



It's a big place, I say, remembering the 
sprawling jpegs I'd scanned the night before. 

Adriano: "Yeah -but the same people..." 

Luiza: "You have parties every night..." 

Adriano: "In the same places." 

Luiza: "With the same people." 

Are you bigger outside of Brazil now than 
inside? "For sure," nods Adriano. Meanwhile, 
despite a huge on-to-offline following of fans 
who mob every show, despite their paying dues 
by playing alongside legendary Sao Paulo post 
punk group As Mercenarias, and despite their 
growing fame abroad, the Brazilian press still 
don't get it. Alongside patronising attitudes to 
female musicians, the mixture of electronic and 
rock elements are mistrusted, and as for their 
association with Diplo-who, Caro notes, "Put 
funk carioca on the world scene. . . " 

"It's because he's American, and rich - 
in their heads, 'This gringo comes here and 
steals our music'," groans Adriano, shaking 
his head. "If music had a nationality, it would 
be the same: we're Brazilians doing rock'n'roll 
-he's American and he's doing funk carioca..." 

Luiza: "People get very protective of 
their culture." 

" . . .and jealous," Adriano mutters. 

"But we love Sao Paulo," interjects Ira, 
carefully, triggering a five-minute monologue 
from Luiza on the unmatched excellence of the 
city's restaurants. 

Ana: "Outside of Sao Paulo, Brazil is almost 
another country." 

"We don't have the heritage that Rio has 
-bossa nova, carnival..." adds Ira. (Rio is also 



It's for viral marketing. It's a means of mass- 
producing street teams. It's a way to waste 
hours that add up to days dipping into the 
shallows of people you will never meet, 
approving or denying the legions of bands 
who queue for your approval like docile house 
pets. It's a self-selecting demographics testing 
range for corporate research. 

It's also for escaping where you are. It's 
for reaching out to all your friends at once, 
keeping hold of them wherever your life 
careers, however atomised and isolated we 
become in ever-accelerating streets and cities. 
It's for advertising who you want to be. And 
for most people, that's as far as it goes, an 
interactive, multi-media tombstone updated 
daily. But for some, like CSS -who look just like 
their pictures, but act like flash animations -it's 
a shop window; it's a lottery ticket. 

At the end of the interview, as they're 
stretching and we're losing light-another 
journalist primed to continue the polite 
torment the moment I vacate my seat - 1 ask 
about how Brazil's famous, widely exported 
telenovelas are standing up to reality TV (reality 
TV is winning). I tell them that I think they've 
got something in common -this band who've 
let anyone with dial-up behind the scenes from 
the beginning, who bypassed the media and 
the A&Rs to play sell-out shows across the 
country (promoted online), selling CDs to 
fans who have every track in advance. 

And there's a reason this happened to CSS. 
It's in the songs. The fantasy hook-up with 
that one-click icon of postmodern decadence 



you can be - and music can be 
everywhere 



the primary home of funk carioca -and 
although Os Mutantes were likewise Paulistas, 
tropicalia as a whole was 'more Brazilian'.) 

Adriano: "Sao Paulo doesn't have 
a beautiful beach, doesn't have a beautiful 
mountain..." 

"People in Sao Paulo relate more to the 
Beatles than traditional music. We all listen a 
lot more to foreign bands..." summarises Luiza. 

music is my hot, hot sex 

Happy songs are the hardest to write, and 
one as perfectly autistic and self-absorbed 
as this is guaranteed to be on repeat play 
on iPods everywhere, its tempo beat-matched 
to walking pace, a converse rubber sole 
bounce. (Every band member plus their 
manager bought a different colour pair in 
New York.) 

The song advances couplet-by-couplet, 
and there's something so innocent, so unforced 
about it -from "Music is my dead end/Music 
is my imaginary friend" to "Music is my 
backrub/My music is where I'd like you to 
touch ..." OK- scratch innocent. Let's say. . . 



They still run their own website, do their own 
artwork, manage their own MySpace (except 
Caro, who doesn't have an account- "She's 
the outsider! " exclaims Ana as Caro see-saws 
on a puzzled smile: 

"I don't know what to do in MySpace. 
I don't know what it's for. . . " (A pause.) "What 
is it for?" 



('Meeting Paris Hilton'), the love song ('Patins') 
where the protagonists are unable to, uh, 
'interface' until 30 seconds from the final 
note, when it suddenly lurches into a list of 
thumbnails that reads like a Flickr account 
set to private. From long-distance love 
experienced mostly through file-sharing 
('Let's Make Love And Listen To Death From 
Above') to the axe melee media satire of 
'Artbitch', "What I do is called art shit and 
don't you dare make fun ofmelCuz everything 
I do was featured on the pages of i-D. . . "), 
CSS are writing about now, wherever. 
Wish you were here? 

It's in the music. Pop that's not too precious 
to get its sweat on, that knows more dirty 
words than you, that's smart enough to let 
you feel superior. And it's what happens 
when people (here and there) want to know 
about more than where they are, the mutual 
exotica of Brazil seen from the UK, or the 
UK from Brazil. It's when the vast spaces 
between us can be folded up in an instant, 
when five girls and one guy from South 
America can make it here before their own 
local press has figured it out. It's not where 
you're from, it's where you can be -and music 
can be everywhere: from online demos to car 
radios, discos to rock shows (live and online), 
the article that strains to approximate the 
sound to the once-heard melody that rewires 
your head. 

From a lame London theme pub: "Music is 
my beach house. " The words you memorise: 
"Music is my hometown. " 
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Merry pranksters The Spinto Band make knockabout pop 
borne of childhood friendship and DIYfun 



Words: Stevie Chick 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



A chilly winter morning in London's Hyde Park. 
Enjoying their first visit to our shores, six young, 
scruffy Americans clamber upon venerated tourist 
trap Speaker's Corner, honouring a grand tradition 
in a rather puzzling manner. Their unkempt hair 
writhing in the breeze, the group split into two 
warring factions, snarling and barking at each other, 
and thrusting home-printed signs, one proudly 
reading 'Pro-Skub!', the other preaching 'Anti- 
Skub!', the word 'Skub' with a cross through it. 

Skub? 

Your correspondent, profiling said rambunctious 
noiseniks for Another Organ, is befuddled. The 
sketchy explanation offered by Nick Krill, The 
Spinto Band's dry-humoured, caterpillar-browed 
frontman, hardly clears matters up. 

"This whole 'Skub' issue is tearing the group 
apart," he grumbled later, picking at some breaded 
cod with his fork in a nearby pub. " Half of us are 
'pro', half of usare'anti'. It can cause conflicts." 

Skub??!? 

Fast forward a couple of weeks later. Your 
correspondent is killing time, checking out the latest 
installment of the Perry Bible Fellowship, a viciously 
acidic cartoon strip that makes out like Gary Larson's 
Far Side with LSD rubbed on its irises - the same 
violently lateral attack Larson excelled at, before 
the licensed greetings cards dulled his subversion 
with over-exposure. (Perry Bible Fellowship is now 
syndicated in the Guardian, and can be found online 
atwww.pbfcomics.com.) I began to scan the site's 
voluminous archive of strips, revisiting some of 
my favourites. Scrolling down the \ndex,that word 
stared back at me again. 

'Skub'. 

It's the title of a strip that embodies PBF's gift for 
the pointedly brilliant non sequitur. A faceless white 
figure stands frame-left, dressed in a yellow T-shirt 
reading 'Pro-Skub'; his opposite number, standing 
opposite him, wears a similar T screaming 'Anti- 
Skub'. A brawl breaks out between the two over the 
first three frames; the fourth and final frame depicts 
a tub of expensive moisturising cream. The brand? 

'Skub'. 

Some web-searching soon tracks PBF cartoonist 
Nick Gurewitz back to Spintonic.net, a virtual 
community of creative friends: writers, filmmakers, 
artists, cartoonists, musicians. It is also home to The 
Spinto Band. 

The Spinto Band aren't like all those other faux 
indie college-rockers currently flooding the market, 
the faceless, Pitchfork-favoured slew of scratchy 
guitarrorists who all sound like Pavement with all 
the loose ends tied, as if they're forever auditioning 
for their spot on the OCsoundtrack. 

They're the sort of group you'd imagine six kids 
who've known each other since primary school 
would form, if they'd been raised on a steady diet 
of The Beatles, The Residents and The Flaming Lips. 
A group bonded by the fact all their dads play in the 
same local Americana bar band. A group inspired by 



Krill's discovery of songs written by his eccentric 
grandpa, Roy Spinto. Spinto, a guitarist, would 
scribble song ideas onto crackerboxes whenever 
inspiration grabbed him. Fittingly, Krill runs his own 
record label in his spare time, called Crackerbox. 

"I didn't know him well," explains Krill. "He died 
when I was little. . . He didn't make recordings so 
much as write down notations. We messed around 
with some of his songs in the early days. " 

Krill was 1 5 when he formed The Spinto Band, 
with some of his closest friends (the line-up numbers 
two sets of brothers - drummer Jeff and guitarist 
Joe Hobson, and bassist/singer Thomas and organist 
Sam Hughes - along with guitarist Jon Eaton). That 
slow summer was spent doodling on their dads' 
rickety four-track gear, making up nonsense songs 
and joke songs, songs that pondered what Puff 
Daddy got up to when he was lonely. They loved 
Ween, and it shows: in the wonky songcraft, in 
the dopey lyrics, in the playschool-Zappa sense of 
anarchy. They eventually concocted eight albums 
of this juvenilia, available via the internet. 

"Itwasafunthingtodo," grins Krill. "We had 
a trampoline, our music, video games and the TV, 
and we'd invariably be doing one of these four 
things at any given time. " 



Pavement's slanted-spectacle cool and ELO's 
swooning whistlableness to deliver perhaps 
the least objectionable noise currently earning 
transmission on Xfm. Which is damning with faint 
praise, of course; remember those days before 
a slew of so-so pretenders extinguished your love 
for lo-fi indie-rock like GbV and Superchunk? 
The Spinto Band are like some undiscovered 
relic of those times, capturing the era's naive 
fascination with spindly, addictive pop and 
delicious subterranean textures. 

"We're not control freaks, but we like to have 
a hand in pretty much everything related to the 
band," explains Krill. "Radio ads, sleeve designs, 
little promo stickers -we like to write or design 
those ourselves. They're like these new media for 
promoting bands, but we just look upon them as 
creative mediums we've not experimented with 
before. It's a fun thing for us to mess around with. " 

They're creative kids. Tom is an accomplished 
visual artist, while Jon's "a great writer, always 
doing his writing thing". When not producing 
other bands from their home state of Delaware, 
Krill indulges his passion forfilm making. 

"We're making a tour movie," he laughs. "It's 
like a treasure hunt movie. Tom and I are mercenary 



'We had a trampoline, our music, 
video games and the TV' 



At some point, they stepped things up a gear. 
Krill is talking to me from the hospitality area 
of a grand amphitheatre in Nice, France. The 
Mediterranean is nearby, the sun is shining, and 
in a minute, they'll be stepping onstage to shake 
through their charming songs for an audience of 
Strokes fans with breaths bated for their heroes' 
headlining appearance. Their first show, at a high 
school talent contest many years ago was, they 
gleefully admit, an unmitigated disaster. Now, 
they teeter sweatily, enthusiastically towards 
some strange new shape of professionalism. 

"We've gotten to the point of being able to 
circumnavigate the technical difficulties," he grins, 
talking excitedly about the thrill of playing festival 
shows in the daytime, to audiences getting soaked 
by unseasonably wet weather. "We have songs 
we play when certain instruments need fixing or 
restringing, to avert from certain disasters." 

It's their 'proper' debut album, Nice And 
Nicely Done, that's somehow flung this lovingly 
homemade concoction of pop into the rarefied 
airspace of yer Strokes et al. Thirty-one minutes 
of fractured but cherishable pop that waltzes to 
its own peculiar step, its hypermelodic scribble 
ensnares Television's screeching poetics, 



thieves, and we've stolen a treasure map from Jon, 
who's a high-society crime boss, and Joe, who plays 
a down-and-dirty mobster. Sam's the police chief, 
and Jeff's a double agent. We were editing some 
footage last night, and getting worried that nobody 
but us will get a kick out of it! But it's fun. . . " 

And that's a large part of the Spintos' appeal 
- that the music is only part of a bigger thing, the 
viral creative hub that is Spintopia. It's not the latest 
fractional variation on the blazer'n'jeans blueprint, 
it's something real and messy and loveable and 
fallible, an art happening you can be a part of. 

"We've been discussing the Spintopia site a lot 
recently, all of us contributors and these friends of 
ours," reflects Krill. "No one has had time to update 
it. Of the core group, one or two were saying, with 
all these new people on there it's not the same as it 
was. Someone else said we should start up a private 
messageboard so it's just us guys who know each 
other. But, that's not the point! I don't just write 
music for myself, I want to share this stuff, 
otherwise I wouldn't tour. 

" It's not the point to be an exclusive thing, " 
he concludes. "I get a kick out of seeing it grow. 
Hopefully, I don't know. . .The in-jokes won't be 
in-jokes anymore. They'll just be jokes. " 
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Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Photography: Greg Neate 



Gang Gang Dance 

The Luminaire, London 

We first heard of Gang Gang Dance when a friend 
came back ecstatic from an early London live show. 
When he gave us a copy of their EP, we set aside 
our prejudice against 'world music' percussion to 
enjoy the spooky vocals and just out of tune, out 
of this world scales, layers of music merging hazily 
like a room full of see-through scarves, something 
dark just showing but never quite in full sight. 

We missed them live when they played again, 
around the release of God's Money, and the more 
we became convinced that the album was brilliant 
-conforming to ourtheory that anything instantly 
likeable is boring and that great music has to 
challenge as well as please -the more we felt we 
were missing out on the main event. 

Tonight at the Luminaire, everyone's faces look 
like our friend's did, glowing and entranced. We 
want desperately to join in, push away the scarves 
to see the pulsing flesh promised behind, but our 
fascination with cults remains passive. The fantasy 
is unsustainable, and without the distance 
provided by the recording process, it falters like 
that Charlotte Church ad for the posh crisps, where 
a Welsh accent trips up the colonial dream. 
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It falters like 
that Charlotte 
Church ad for 
the posh crisps, 
where a Welsh 
accent trips up 
the colonial 
dream 



As we write, a depressing documentary 
about fundamentalism on C4 reminds us why it's 
encouraging that a Brooklyn band could adopt 
north African rhythms and Indian tabla sounds 
alongside metal sensibilities and a freeform punk- 
funk approach. No mistake, here we're miles away 
from ethnic purity and bloody acts of martyrdom. 
"Go white people! Dance white people! " shouts 
one excitable (and slightly stoned, one might 
suspect, especially on the last day of the Notting 
Hill carnival) member of the audience, as GGD's 
Liz Bougatsos twirls her voice and raises her hands 
like an amateur bellydancer. 

Yes, it's incredible to witness a band inspire such 
devotion from a full house of rhythm-upsetters, 
armed mostly with a keyboard, as someone tells 
us, "Like the one I just sold because it sounded 
too cheesy". Said keyboard creates little playful 
harmonies that are neatly piled overthe bands' 
laid-back beats and ethereal textures. 

Every so often, we get it, we repress our 
deep suspicion of ethnophilia, but just as 
quickly, the magic fades, and we are left swaying 
uncomfortably in front of a gang of hipsters with 
slashed T-shirts and mildly Orientalist chunky 
hair scarves. 



live 



Acid On Sea 



The Thames, London 

We boarded the Dutch Master at night, 
already tanked up on liquor to steady 
ourselves for the long journey ahead. We 
were bound for Woolwich, to return with our 
coffers full of rare acid house and priceless 
minimal. Respectable captains and crew 
were allied with roguish pirates - and even 
a swashbuckling monkey, strapped around 
the neck of one worse-for-wear matelot. The 
storms battered us hard and the contraband 
grog betrayed our minds, such that whole 
episodes are lost to memory. I do remember, 
near Tower Bridge, saluting the occupants of 
a passing ship, who, instead of waving back, 
stared in disbelief. I remember dancing at 
sea level to awesome techno from Wheels 
Instead Of Hooves and demented acid 
from Ceephax and Cylob. And I recall 
the crew repairing to the arches of London 
Bridge to celebrate its spoils with another 
five hours of hardcore raving. Stranger things 
have happened at sea, but not much stranger. 
Robin Wilks 



Acoustic Ladyland/ 
Dead Kids/Battant 



The Vibe Bar, London 

Over a backdrop of clipped electro/techno 
rhythms, Battant singer Chloe Raunet 
serves up some ice-cold post-punk fury, the 
likes of 'Miss Betty' and 'Socket' delivered 
with precision by the local trio. It's like 
Siouxsie Sioux reborn into '07 rather than 
77; a very good thing. 

Dead Kids are currently the surliest, 
edgiest unsigned band in London. It serves 
them well. Combining a fear factor with 
a party vibe of Roman Empire proportions, 
today they're untouchable. Humping faces 
and hurling drums, singer Mike Title is the 
original nuttah with a band of dark-hearted, 
swashbuckling piratical punkateers behind 
him, songs such as 'The Dark Dark Party 
Song' succinctly describing their heart- 
stopping K-hole squall. 

Now imagine if Crass had been jazz 
prodigies or Coltrane dug Black Flag and 
you'd have Acoustic Ladyland. A beautiful 
anomaly in the rock scene and led by sax 
man Pete Wareham's apoplectic blowing, 
tunes from their forthcoming third album 
Skinny Grin unleash their trademark 
headcrushing sonics, but with added 
diversions into punk, funk dirty rock'n'roll 
and even grunge; arguably a first in the jazz 
genre. This band unite crowds like no other. 
This band are important. 
Ben Myers 



Bestival 



Robin Hill Country Park, Isle Of Wight 

A gaggle of geese, a flock of fancy-dressed 
folk, rolling hills and an inflatable church. 
I wash my words down with a cocktail for 
breakfast: Glastonbury can be rivalled. We 
had the man in the moon at one end of the 
Friday night horizon, all made up in red, 
and Gogol Bordello at the other, bright 
yellows and lunatic stampeding across the 
stage, showering out just enough to keep 
us grinning 'til morning. 

And morning brought a cool breeze, 
with New Young Pony Club surfing the 
line between earnest retro bounty hunters 
and painfully modern disco hipsters. As the 
clouds broke and the aches of the previous 
day wore off, the nonchalance of Skream's 
onstage manner belied the ferocity and 



intensity of his dub-step set, channelling 
bass lines underfoot and drawing in gum- 
chewing Kappa kids and madcap thirty- 
somethings alike. With a rush of blood to the 
heart, only bettered by Erol Alkan the night 
before, Hot Chip are the quintessential 
Sunday afternoon dance band. The only 
band since Kraftwerk to stand stock still, 
specks in the distance, and still force a lively 
bounce, a gracious hug, and a sunset smile 
from two tired pins. 
HayleyAvron 



Baba Zula/Portecho/Khan 



Balans Concert Hall, Istanbul 

In London, German/ Turkish electroclasher 
Khan - bunny ears, sailor trousers, makeup, 
synthpop- would be filed firmly under 
Berlin, 2002. Here, in Istanbul, he leaps 
onto a table, steals a handbag, points 
and grimaces , and I guess fun is catching 
because he makes me smile. Well, bring 
it on, I say to myself, snaking my way 
through the crowded club with its TV 
screens showing football matches with 
Malta vs Cyprus. And bring on Baba Zula, 
the traditional/electronic/psych-fusion band 
whom everyone here loves, led by Murat 
Ertel from Turkish psych legends Zen with 
Alexander Hacke from Neubauten on bass . 
I missed them at the Venn Festival this year 
because the description in the programme 
sounded so wrong. Here, back in their 
hometown after a European tour, I get 
the feeling that they'll make perfect sense. 

Syntheses of different musics are rarely 
successful, skimming the surface signifiers 
of each genre and layering rather than 
blending them. To do it right, what's needed 
is a strange mixture of true love and rampant 
irreverence. What's needed is - what's 
needed is this, actually. This being keyboards 
and samplers on a table with a Louis Wain 
cat print cloth; a moustachioed wizard 
coaxing serpentine, deep-space poetry 
from the round body and thin, edgy strings 
of a saz; an array of percussion that clicks, 
burbles and boings; a burly bassist, bare- 
chested, carving out subterranean bottom- 
end with the heft of one used to being 
surrounded by angle-grinders and oil drums; 
a feline, supple bellydancer, bike-lights 
clutched in her palms, eddying down the side 
stairs like a human whirlpool; and black- 
and-white visuals that echo the murky 
downward spiral of the music. The deep, 
watery dub and the dizzying, airborne spin of 
the saz, clarinet (i/vas there a clarinet?) and 
darbuka creates a space like an underwater 
desert: that beautiful; that confusing. 

Down at the front, I shoot blurry pictures 
of Ertel's saz and the jingling gold chain belt 
and undulating ribs of the dancer. Her hips 
are near my face and the bass is in my ears 
and I'm not sure if it's my imagination, but 
I can suddenly smell rose oil. In this particular 
ancient/modern evocation of Istanbul - in 
this peculiar mash-up of heavy musics from 
around the planet - 1 feel both happy, and 
uneasy. My head spins from pop-cultural 
confusion and Efes beer, but the fun still 
hangs in the air like rose-scented miasma. 
I duck my way back through the crowd to 
dance in the dark, eyes over-filled with bright 
fabrics and twisting bodies. When headliners 
and local heroes Portecho come on, all 
shirt-and-tie vigour and post-punk moves, 
it's hard to readjust to 4/4 rhythms - but 
no problem at all to keep on dancing. 
Frances Morgan 



EAT YOUR OWN EARS PRESENTS 



FIELD MUSIC 



THE AMATEUR DRAMATICS + LUCAS RENNEY 

COOL FOR CATS DJS 

BARDENS BOUDOIR Wednesday 11 October 

38-44 Stoke Newington Road London N16 field-music.co.uk 
my space. com/f ieldmusic memphis-industries.com 

PEAC HES + HERMS + GUESTS + DJS 
THE FORUM Friday 13 October 

9-17 Highgate Road Kentish Town London NW5 020 7284 1001 
peachesrocks.com myspace.com/peaches 

ex-Hidden Cameras member, violist/arranger for The Arcade Fire: 

FINAL FANTASY. 
SEBASTIENTELLIER 

WITH FULL BAND FOR THE FIRST TIME IN U.K. 
SCALA Tuesday 24 October 

275 Pentonville Road London Nl 020 7833 2022 tomlab.de 

TUNNG 

BRIGHTBLACK MORNING LIGHT + JILL BARBER 
SCALA Wednesday 25 October 

275 Pentonville Road London Nl 020 7833 2022 

tunng.co.uk thebrightblackmorninglight.com jillbarber.com 

IONG CREOSOTE 
LARRIKIN LOVE 
PETER, BJORN AND JOHN 
ALEXIS TAYLOR (hotchip) 

SHEPHERDS BUSH EMPIRE Thursday 26 October 

Shepherds Bush Green London W12 020 8354 3300 
kingcreosote.com larrikinlove.co.uk peterbjornandjohn.com 

BAT FOR LASHES guests 

BUSH HALL Tuesday 31 October 

310 Uxbridge Road London W6 020 8222 6955 

bat fori ashes. co.uk myspace.com/batforlashes 

THE ALIENS + special guests 

DINGWALLS Wednesday 8 November 

Middle Yard Camden Lock London NW1 020 7267 1577 
dingwalls.com myspace.com/thealiensl thealiens.co.uk 

TV ON THE RADIO 

+ special guests 

KOKO Friday 10 November 

la Camden High Street London NW1 0870 432 5527 koko.uk.com tvontheradio.com 

JUNIOR BOYS + special guests 

CARGO Thursday 16 November 

83 Rivington Street London EC2A 020 7739 3440 juniorboys.net 

SPANK ROCK AND FRIENDS 

+ SPECIAL GUESTS 

SCALA Thursday 16 November 

275 Pentonville Road King's Cross London Nl 020 7833 2022 myspace.com/spankrock 



ESPERS 



+ EDITH FROST + GUESTS 



LUMINAIRE Wednesday 22 November 

311 High Rd Kilburn London NW6 020 7372 8668 espers.org wichita-recordings.com 

ticketweb.co.uk 08700 600 100 seetickets.com 0870 060 3777 
Rough Trade Covent Garden 020 7240 0105 

EATYOUROWNEARS.COM MYSPACE.COM/EATYOUROWNEARS 
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pig pile 

Words: Adam Anonymous/Beth Capper 

Photography: Shawn Brackbill 

Touch And Go 25th Anniversary 

Hideout, Chicago 

As festival experiences go, witnessing Ted Leo rip up a Windy City 
municipal parking lot in the company of a chick employed by Playgirl 
is up there with any surreal narcotics/booze-catalysed blur. That's 
precisely the scenario, though, as the weekend's first massive 
highlight charms and emotes alongside his trusty Pharmacists band. 
Plentiful new material continues Leo's golden political pop-rock 
seam, including the self-explanatory 'CIA', and a euphoric rendition 
of 'Me And Mia' seals the deal. This man should be famous, y'know. 

Next afternoon, at a time when further extended alcohol intake 
seems a criminally uninspired notion, Silkworm's Tim Midgett and 
Andy Cohen pay musical tribute to late drummer Michael Dahlquist, 
killed last year in a road accident by another driver's suicide attempt. 
The genuinely choking, heart-wrenching minutes that follow show 
the band wrestling toward understanding their logicless loss with 
heroic bravery. 

At the opposite end of the taste scale, Killdozer's child 
molestation-referencing, pig-fucking squall is perfect early warm- 
up for the reformed Scratch Acid. David Yow, as you prayed he 
would, remains a rotten, rotten bastard. Cracking jokes about eating 
shit and cordially inviting the entire audience to " Kiss my taint", 
he leads SA's lurching backwardcousincore magnificently horribly, 
dispelling lingering wishes that The Jesus Lizard could've joined 
the celebrations too. 

One return is awaited with even more salivation, however: Big 
Black (left). In four songs, Steve Albini's romanticised misanthropes 
squash any possible misgivings, particularly for those only old 
enough to comprehend scratchily-constructed records as reference 
points. The sole concession to crowd-pleasing, having whirled 
angrily through 'Cables', 'Dead Billy' and 'Pigeon Kill', comes 
with an unspeakably brutal demolition of 'Racer-X'. And in leaving 
breathless onlookers hanging, as a typically esoteric final bookend, 
you wouldn't have it any other way. (AA) 

"Everybody wants to live in Japan !" sing Bianca and Sierra Casady 
through thick and jaunty reggae beats. They're dancing. Their 
ghostly blonde five-year old sister is dancing. French beat boxer 
Spleen is dancing. It reminds me of the TV screens that everywhere 
adorn the buildings of Tokyo, showing fast-moving, brightly 
coloured bubblegum images that, while being cute and fun, are 
unnerving and very, very sinister. All around me people are looking 
at each other to confirm whether this is really happening. It is. This is 
how my weekend ends - with two insane sisters who call themselves 
CocoRosie redefining the bizarre. 

Touch And Go. What does it mean to you? 

From the evidence of this weekend - a block party in a parking lot 
out front of Chicago's Hideout venue in celebration of a label in its 
25th year - Touch And Go means a startlingly uneven male to female 
ratio. The more predominately female acts are book-ended together 
on Sunday with the assumption that day ticket holders careening for 
a Big Black/Shellac double act have no time for CocoRosie's ethereal 
operettas orTara Jane O'Neil's noise-folk jams. A shame, as this 
is the secret soul of Touch And Go - far more so that ! ! !, who 
headline Friday night. Vocalist Nick Offer dances outlandishly, as 
though enthusiasm was a substitute for talent, and I'm not the only 
one to leave 30 minutes early. 

The last time I saw Shellac, someone in the audience shouted 
"Show us your nipples" at support band Electrelane. Take that 
attitude, add 1 5 minutes of Big Black into the equation, and you'll 
get a rough sketch of Saturday's atmosphere. Shellac deliver an 
uneventful, and dare I say unmemorable, performance. Seemingly 
bored with the antagonism that they generally output, even the 
repetitive refrain of 'Prayer To God' ("Kill him/Fucking kill him") 
doesn't resonate with its usual venom. Seeing Todd Trainer drum, 
however, is always a delight. (BC) 



Dananananaykroyd 



Victoria Park, Glasgow 

Because sometimes on a Sunday, in a tent, 
in the rain, you need this: two-drumming 
dogfights, jawboned riff-scrimmage: 
pineapple-violating, brawl-pop mobocracy. 

Because when the ashes of calculus 
prog-rockers Multiplies re-amass, 



ameliorate, agitate and rise, they're 
resurrected as a vexed, ecstatic Glasgow 
sextet: all projectile retching and topless 
drumming and tropical fruit-fucked 
arcadian hardcore. 

Because anterior appearances have 
ardently witnessed hollering bellwether 
Gilles slash his own eyeball out (at the 



angular gaggle's first-ever live show); 
attested to gaga monkey drummers gangling 
rampantly from scaffolds: espoused axe- 
trashing, roof-brutalising, skull-defiling, 
convivial stupor. They leave us twitching, 
and falling and laughing. 

See them now. Because they're worth it. 
Nicola Meighan 



Laibach 



The Custard Factory, Birmingham 

A 'Concerto for Magnetophone, 
Gramophone, Radiophone and 
Megaphone', subtitled 'The Instrumentality 
Of The State Machine'. A gallery space 
populated by meandering perverts and 
milling industrial goons. Four glass boxes 
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cut the brap 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Photography: Michael McFadden 

Neckle Camp/Ears/Slew Dem/Ruff 
Sqwad/NASTY Crew/Double Trouble/ 
Stylo G 

Stratford Circus, London 

Crisis could be argued to be one of grime's 
key internal mechanisms. Its bolshy rivalries, its 
competitive search for distinct identity- both 
for the individual MC and/or producer, and as 
a distinct genre - bear some of its greatest sounds 
and lyrics. 

Right now grime is going through something of 
a critical crisis. Ask the bloggers: 'Chantelle Fiddy's 
World Of Grime' has become 'World Of Whatever', 
Martin Clark has been pondering the prospect 
of a two-step and funky house resurrection, 
and Prancehall is holding a vote for the best Flat 
Top'n'Fade and cussing people's crap lyrics (some 
things never die). Rumours are abounding in 
journo-hack circles of influential editors calling 
grime irrelevant, an attitude a cursive glance at 
newspaper arts contents pages confirms. And 
newspaper articles calling Lily Allen one of the two 



Even some of the heinously good 
lyrics are being lost in a kind of static 
unwillingness to splash out 



best MCs in the UK prove a generally risible critical 
grasp on the music they call 'urban'. 

I have this noted in my head, for tonight is 
a momentous occasion. A live DVD mixtape is 
being recorded by the Lord Of The Mies people, 
and the line-up is frankly intimidating. Here tonight 
are representatives of Nasty, Slew Dem, Ruff 
Sqwad and Neckle Camp. 

But tonight is not a momentous occasion. It's 
dull. The audience are stood stock-still and staring 
like it was an assembly, except for three loud girls 
with their thighs out who shout all the lyrics to 
'Girls Love Nasty', 14-year-old MCs Double Trouble 
and Stylo G's 'My Youth'. The latter- a potentially 
cliched, actually charming song about kid 
misbehaviour- is the only really engaging 
performance of the night, possibly because 
Stylo G has a lovely smile. Tempa T (who needs 



to win that Prancehall competition) also deserves 
props for putting some verve into his words and 
limbs. But generally a whole load of 32-bar drops 
of even some of the heinously good lyrics are being 
lost in a kind of static unwillingness to splash out. 
Even Jammer, grime's great wit and inventor, 
peters out at the end of his verses like he's bored 
already. Then we all get chucked out early cos 
there's too much weed smoking. 

I potter off over tarmac, observing Skepta flirt 
with the girls milling around outside. I'm no expert 
or insider, but maybe grime needs a crisis. These 
rhymes sound stuck-in-the-cuss and these rhythms 
are recycled and built of poor production values 
(DIY doesn't have to mean crap). Like Slimzee's set 
at FWD this August proved, grime done well is truly 
astonishing, powerful. I hope this crisis produces 
something grime deserves. 



on plinths containing aforementioned lo-fi 
technology. A dias covered in Lenin, shrapnel 
and mud. A Laibach comes out and lifts the 
glass on the magnetophone, starts it 
whirling. Behind the curtains, assorted 
Laibachs manipulate. Every quarter of an 
hour, another glass box unsheathed and set 
off. Combining into catastrophic cacophony. 
Would be inhuman but for the record on the 
deck, a collection of Slovenian communist 
folk-songs ravaged by random attachment of 
masking tape - soon we're in a loop of 
arrythmic beats that sparsely detonate like 
clusterbombs, plaintive Voix-Bulgare style 
worksong, megaphone distortion and 
shortwave static. Should be an unlistenable 
racket, and frequently is - but always 



effective, moving, hugely evocative. Music 
that brings the last century to its apocalyptic 
climax and then begins again from the 
blasted rock and the fall-out. Should be at 
next year's Proms. Like Xenakis but scarier. 
Satan bless Laibach for still caring this much. 
You leave brutalised. You want to hear it 
again right now. 
Neil Kulkarni 



Spank Rock 



Cabaret Voltaire, Edinburgh 

Tonight, Spank Rock (the group) are putting 
the great art of party on full display. It's in 
the euphoria inspired by the "ass and boobs" 
refrain in 'Backyard Betty', an electro-porn 
stomper that has Spank Rock (the guy) 



twisting himself through corkscrew hops 
and body-pops; it's in the over-sized plastic 
medallion that dangles lightly off of his 
shoulders which, coupled with his thrift-store 
spectacle frames makes him look even more 
like a Slick Rick for the iGeneration; and it's in 
the fact Spank Rock (the group) effortlessly 
manage to drop a set so tight that it's all 
anyone can do not to throw their hands up 
high, so heavy that the bass mutates into 
blasts of air that hit you right in the kisser. 
George Taylor 



The Twilight Singers 



Carling Festival, Leeds 

As Kaiser Chiefs chunder away on the main 
stage, The Twilight Singers arrive ready to stir 



things up. Greg Dulli has been plugging his 
way across Europe with his trusted crew 
(including Jeff Klein on keyboards) for the 
past two months and as such, tonight's set is 
fiercely tight, short and sweet. 'I'm Ready' is 
played with such urgency that cigarettes are 
spat out as concentration takes over. Happy 
to be the leader, Dulli delivers 'Too Tough 
To Die' with a shimmying hip swing before 
bellowing his lungs out on 'Bonnie Brae'. 
But every fighter needs a wingman, and the 
appearance of Mark Lanegan for a mid-set 
trio of songs including 'Where Did You Sleep 
Last Night?' and 'Sideways In Reverse' brings 
a perfect combination of two of the most 
iconic frontmen of our era. 
Lianne Steinberg 
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altered states 

Words: Andres Lokko 
Photography: Rachel Lipsitz 

John Martyn 

The Barbican, London 

You can never go back. But still we try to recapture 
something we were too young - or not yet alive - 
to witness in the first place. That's the idea behind 
Don't Look Back, the series of concerts where 
artists perform their 'classic' albums. And what it 
basically says is, "We still like you, but back then 
you rocked my world so could you please make me 
feel like I'm 1 6 again?"But, you could argue, I've 
moved on since then, so why can't you? 

When the jazz folk legend that is John Martyn is 
wheeled onto the stage of The Barbican to perform 



his beautiful 1973 recording Solid Air he manages 
to get the Don't Look Back concept fabulously 
wrong and, therefore, absolutely right. Because 
the man don't give a fuck. This is his most high 
profile - some would say prestigious - performance 
in over 20 years and what does he do? 

The one-legged Pete Doherty of folk rock 
goes completely jazz-funk on us. For what seems 
like hours we are treated to endless bass solos, 
saxophone bursts straight out of a late Eighties 
Billy Joel video and laid back bluesy guitar musings 
by the Scottish bard himself. Until it all goes quiet. 
Martyn swaps to his acoustic guitar, the bass player 
(surely an ex-member of Sting's band) straps on a 
mandolin and they do 'OverThe Hill', the opening 
track from Solid Air. For a moment I change my 
mind. Maybe you actually can go back? 



Right after it, Martyn asks us if, "The other 
guys played the songs in the same order as on the 
albums". Well, anyway, he ain't going to. And it 
suits him well, not only for purely technical reasons. 
Mainly just because he feels like it. And it is, after 
all, his birthday, so on the slick fusion solos go. 
But somehow, slowly and painfully, it starts to 
make sense. When he ends the evening with 
Johnny Ace's 'Never Let Me Go' and sings it in 
his wounded grizzly falsetto there's no hints left 
of the soft fusion that led up to this moment. 

Still, as much I don't like myself thinking this, 
I'll probably be back for next year's Don't Look 
Back. That is, if they convince Kevin Rowland to 
sing My Beauty and R Kelly finally performs the 
whole of Loveland, the unreleased masterpiece 
that is already the Smile of modern r'n'b. 




live preview 



spank rock 

Y0Y0Y0Y0Y0... is that enough "Yos"? Big 
Dada's Baltimore gutter-hop futurists hit 
these shores for the third time in '06. Listen 
out for 'Rick Rubin', and perhaps make 
conversation at the bar about how much 
you dug his production on the last Neil 
Diamond record. 

Bristol Thekla (November 1 5), London 
Scala (1 6), Glasgow The Arches (1 7), 
Manchester Warehouse Project (1 8), 
Leeds Faversham (20) 

the warehouse project 

A 1 2-week season of electronic hedonism 
taking place in Manchester's Old Brewery. 
Detroit techno bruisers Underground 
Resistance polish up the chrome for their 
Mancunian debut (October 20), featuring 
Los Hermanos, Octave One, and Rob 
Hood presents The Grey Area. Meanwhile, 
Sequence prepare two electronica nights 
from the cream oftheWarp/Rephlex stable: 



Jamie Udell, Jimmy Edgar, Drexcyian DJ 
Stingray and Mark Turner (October 27, 
The Box) and LFO, Autechre, Surgeon 
and Massonix (November 24). 

don cabellero 

Uber-technicians of math-rock, now on 
Relapse with brand new album 'World 
Class Listening Problem'. 
Brighton Engine Rooms (November 
25), Birmingham Medicine Bar (26), 
Sunderland The Independent (27), 
Glasgow ABC2 (28), Leeds Cockpit 
(29), London Scala (30) 

instal 

The Arches trembles as Kill Yr Timid Notion's 
avant/improv/skronk fest returns for its sixth 
year. Performances from Keiji Hanoand 
Tony Conrad, Osaka's Oshiri Penpenz, 
Maryame Amacher, Ellen Fullman and 
Sean Meehan, Nmperign/Jason Lescalleet, 
and Norway's Jazkamer, playing their 
monolithic Metal Music Machine. 
Glasgow The Arches (October 1 3-1 5) 



frieze music 

Art mag Frieze curate a mini-festival 
dedicated to the noise, the drone, and 
the experimental, with Pulp's Steve Mackey 
and Dan Fox of Upset The Rhythm in the 
curator's chair. Don robes for Friday and 
SunnO))), Haswell and Hecker, Burning 
Star Core and Leopard Leg; skronk out to 
Saturday, and the angular delights of Liars, 
Erase Errata, Barr and The Curtains. 
London Hippodrome (October 13 
and 14) 

the bronx 

Bench-pressing Los Angeles hardcore 
screamers pop necks, crack knuckles, 
and reduce you to a bloody, quivering 
pulp. Luckily, their new self-titled 
album is way more fun than losing 
your lunch money. 

London Barfly (October 13), Oxford 
Zodiac (1 4), Cardiff Barfly (1 5), 
Manchester Roadhouse (18), 
Liverpool Barfly (19), Nottingham 
Rock City (20), Glasgow Barfly (21 ), 



Sheffield Corporation (22), 
Birmingham Barfly (23), London 
Islington (Nov 1) 

espers 

Philadelphia acid-folkies with ties to the 
Banhart/Newsom/Drag City axis conjure 
up wyrd ethereal lullabies with a simmering 
undercurrent of psychedelic disquiet. 
Bristol Cube Cinema (Nov 19), 
Edinburgh Cabaret Voltaire (20), 
Manchester Klondyke Club (21), 
London Luminaire (22) 

neko case 

Flame-haired punk country gal of New 
Pornographers demi-notoriety makes a rare 
visit to the United Kingdom and Ireland. 
London Koko (Nov 1), Bristol Academy 
(2), Birmingham Glee Club (5), 
Manchester Academy(6), Newcastle 
Academy (6), Glasgow ABC 2 (8), 
Belfast Black Box (9), Dublin Whelans 
(1 0), Galway Roisin Dubh (1 1 ), Cork 
Savoy (1 2) 



56 1 plan b 



CONTEMPORARY 
MUSIC 

NETWORK 




barbican 



0845 120 7541 Box office 



ON TOUR 
JANUARY 2007 

Fri 12 

BRIGHTON 

Corn Exchange 
01203 709 709 

Sat 13 

LONDON 

Roundhouse 
0870 389 1846 



Tuel6 

GLASGOW 

ABC 

0870 4444 224 

Wed 17 

BIRMINGHAM 

Glee Club 
0870 241 5093 



Fri 19 

MANCHESTER 

Bridgewater Hall 
0161 907 9000 

Sat 20 

LEEDS 

City Varieties 
0113 243 0808 



Sun 14 Thu 18 

GATESHEAD BRISTOL 

The Sage Gateshead St Georges 

0191 443 4661 0845 40 24 001 




www.cmntours.org.uk 
, www.twistedfolk.com 





American Music Club 

Street Angel 
Puerto Muerto 

The Texas Chainsaw Massacre 



American Music Club, provide a live accompaniment to the 1928 
silent film Street Angel. The music reels from operatic tradition to 
glam rock, circus music and musique concrete. 

Puerto Muerto, perform their own version of a 'lost' soundtrack 
to The Texas Chainsaw Massacre and bring out some of the more 
romantic aspects of the movie and the epic cinematography. 



Tickets from £15 Produced by the Barbican 
www.barbican.orc 
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an evening ol electro- Sped rat 
musical phenomena featuring 

pram 

blissbody 
project dark 



ON TOUR OCT -NOV 2006 



Sat 28 Oct 

BIRMINGHAM 

0121 440 3A3B 

Sun 29 Oct 

NORWICH 

Norwich Aris Centre 
01603 £40352 

'ii 30 Oct 

GLASGOW 

The Arches 
A870 240 7528 

e3l Ocl 

J.OND0N 

Queen Elizabeth Hall 

0*703 800 400 



Wed 1 Nov 

BRIGHTON 

Dome, Pavilion The a Ire 
01273 709709 

Thu 2 Nov 

OXFORD 

OCM at the Zodiac 

0870750065? 

Fri 3 Nov 
EXETER 

PhOOfllK 

0W2 &67OS0 

Sat 4 Nov 
COLCHESTER 
Colchester Arts Centre 
01Z0&50G90O 




www. cm niours.org .uk 
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Words: Kieron Gillen 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 



Various Artists 

Girl Monster (Chicks On Speed) 

Chalk up another casualty of the Information Age. "History is written by the winners." Not any 
more. When everyone can publish and the cultural watchdogs have long since been put down, 
history's written by anyone who can be bothered. LookatWikipedia: history, literally, as 
written by the losers. In this soup of ideas, what persists most is what persists most. What 
doesn't give up, what's said loudest for longest, what simply hasn't been graff ittied over 
by somebody else. Anyone can make a stand and know it has a chance of sticking. And that 
of Alex Murray- Leslie, one third of Chicks On Speed, is more compelling than most. 

Girl Monster is Murray-Leslie's three CD, three-and-a-half-hour history of mainly electronic 
punky-feminist music. A 'history' of something is nothing other than an argument -a position 
which draws lines around helpful bits of the evidence, then extrapolates into a general 
statement of This Is How The World Is. Girl Monster's position involves drawing a line between 
the radical post-punk music of Delta 5 and The Slits and the world of female electronics today: 
a tradition of resistance, rebellion and musical excellence. Packaged with extensive thought- 
pieces to help contextualise it and consisting primarily of fresh or unreleased material, it 
balances the dual desires to show a historical lineage and a continuing lineage. 

And as far as arguments go, it's convincing - so that it's hard to actually even narrow 
down to the highlights. If I had to choose one, I'd choose Kevin Blechdom's'MeSawMe 

You throw the idea of gender into 
a history of music and it's risky. It's 
like inverse Li I Nth Fair 



Momma', which is just insane, like being stuck inside an aortic chamber during a mid-coitus 
panic-attack, or perpetually delayed like some horrific cross between a coma and a comma. 
More realistically, if I had to choose one, I'll take it, batter whoever was stopping me taking 
them all with its sharp edge and run off with all three CDs, cackling. Anat Ben David's 
martial anthemicism on 'Virtual Leisure'. Cobra Killer just coolly and sardonically continuing 
the wonder of being Cobra Killer. Kids On TV's post-Gravy-Train !!!-esque'Breakdance Hunx' 
remix. No Bra's dizzying, hilarious B-side 'No Woman No Crime'. Any of the classics -a live 
version 'Typical Girls' and so-obvious-they-had-no-choice-but-to-include-it 'Hot Topic' 
(forming a neat meta-loop when this personal history engulfs and contains someone 
else's history, a compilation tape choice as a "me, too"). It's just great, y'know. 

Weaknesses? Conceptual, mainly. Essentialism remains a snake that'll turn in your hand 
and fill you intellectual legs full of venom. You throw the idea of gender into a history of 
music and it's risky. It's like -say -inverse Lillith Fair. That says that women are all gentle 
little lovely flowers who like bits of wood and string which go plink. This says that women 
are smart, ironically aware, sexually playful and like the soul in the machine and the 
storm in a guitar. Both are traps, ultimately little less confining than kitchen-sink- 
chained or barefoot-and-pregnant. 
► 9 Except that seemed all too harsh, and just deliberately trying to pick holes 

* ideologically, until I collapsed in from some seedy gathering of alcoholists, 

turned on the TV to find myself staring at some shitty documentary about 
the history of girl groups and found myself staring at Banarama. 
Which made me think: where the fuck are Bananaramall 
Chicks On Speed's whole argument just. ..collapsed. As much as you may 
posture, there are more links between (early) post-punk, pre-SAW, playful, 
electronic auto-generative fashion Bananarama and Chicks On Speed than 
Chicks On Speed and The Slits. I ended up angry and cackling; they're cheating, 
their argument is incomplete, a beautiful lie. At which point, it either becomes just a good 
mixtape- in which case the extensive posturing sleeve notes are just intellectual chaff fired 
into the sky to distract you from the gaping flaw in their position - or they actually believe 
it, in which caseyoiv have to take it seriously and take it apart. 

Because if you believe it, you have to actually observe what they're saying, at which point 
you hit problems. Like-say-there are not exactly many black women in this album. Oh, 
yes, played the race card. But once one essentialist card ("This is women") is in play, they 
all have to follow, which leaves this as critically warped and lazy as a history of rock album 
which features only groups consisting of four men with three guitars and a drumkit. 
Awesome album. Really is. The best compilation album I've heard for years. 
Love it. Don't believe in it. That it has no shit tracks doesn't stop it being full of shit. 
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the sample life 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Illustration: Anke Weckmann 

The Blow 

Paper Television (Tomlab) 

In the August issue of Plan B, Alex Macpherson 
asked us to "Dismiss all of those who claim to make 
'perfect pop' while proving themselves woefully 
ignorant of the form, incapable of approaching 
it from anything other than a clumsy indie 
standpoint". On the one hand, we agree. At 
the same time, sometimes ignorance is bliss: 
rather than ignoring the obvious developments 
in mainstream production (for there lies the 
technology), The Blow demonstrate that 
appropriating pop styles from an indie standpoint 
can be a very good thing indeed. Isn't this what we 
all admired Peaches for doing before she grew a 
great big guitar solo where her crotch used to be? 

The Blow's Khaela Maricich does something 
similar with Britney-esque bleeps and breaks that 
the band's means, let alone her delicate, small 
voice, clearly can't quite support. 'Parentheses' 
exposes the band's indie roots, closer to labelmate 
Casiotone For The Painfully Alone than anything 



"Slave 4 U' beats lose 
their S&M power-play 
intonations and morph 
into something much 
more intimate 

more MTV-friendly, but tracks like 'Pile of Gold' 
fuse this spare aesthetic with keyboard trills and 
squelches stolen from a dancef loor they would 
never be allowed on. All of a sudden, on songs 
like The Big U' and The Long List Of Girls', those 
'Slave 4 U' beats lose their S&M powerplay 
intonations and morph into something much 
more intimate, where you can actually imagine 
a real relationship happening, rather than one 
with the all-encompassing matrix of the industry. 

The Blow's lo-fi pop aesthetic indicates an 
array of democratic possibilities. If the history 
of pop is considered as a chart of the cycles of 
democratisation that push culture forward, The 
Blow are symptomatic of a new generation still 
growing around the most recent means of 
communication and distribution. In other words, 



if blogs democratise the world of publishing, reality 
TV democratises celebrity culture and Topshop 
democratises haute couture, the improvised laptop 
studio has done the same for music production, 
and we need The Blow to play bedroom r'n'b 
queens and pimps. It is also not surprising that 
The Blow are master bloggers themselves - nor 
that Jona Bechtolt, Maricich's partner in crime, 
has been involved in producing an internet-based 
knock-out reality show about bloggers. 

The sweet make-believe MTV hits of The 
Blow, their humour, sincerity and almost Suzanne 
Vega-esque love affair with MOR are an antidote 
to all the trust fund Parasite Hiltons in the charts. 
Pop has always been about working class 
teenagers with an unquenched thirst for fame 
and power, and MySpace/Last.fm/YouTube/blog 
generation is better equipped to sustain this teen 
fantasy than any before it. After all, for a teenage 
hotel owner/stockbroker/porn star with the 
orangest tan in history to highjack this spectacle 
does not just produce dodgy music (sorry Alex, 
but with all due respect, there is only so much 
mileage you can get from breathy bottle blondness 
backed by a team of super producers), it is 
essentially undemocratic. 



Acid Mothers Temple & The 
Melting Paradiso UFO 



Have You Seen The Other Side Of 
The Sky? (Ace Fu) 

The greatest anything I have ever seen was 
first witnessing AMT, playing to 20 people 
in a dank Edinburgh basement. Heavy, hairy 
Shaolin monks melding throat singing to 
over-extended Sabbath riffage, they sliced 
off the top of my head and transported me 
through birthing galaxies and dying planets. 
Later that night I attended a wedding 
reception, at which I declared to all present 
that I had just had my mind blown. When 
Kawabata Makoto's primeval fury guitar 
bursts out on 'Tales Of Solar Sail. . .', I'm 
returned to that blissful moment. If everyone 



listened to Acid Mothers Temple, the world 
would be a happier place. 
Euan Andrews 



Akron/Family 



Meek Warrior (Young God) 

Ever since Akron/Family's superb debut 
album graced my ears I knew these 
Brooklynites had something special going 
on. Here's a band that isn't afraid to let their 
songs rip, roar and bellow in between all 
those sugarcoated melodies, like a tribe of 
Satanic hippie monsters. 

Meek Warriorstarts off with some of the 
most blazing drumming 2006 has to offer 
when freeform guest drummer Hamid Drake 
introduces 'Blessing Force'. Drake's intense 



drumming leads to apocalyptic campfire 
chanting concluding in a saxskronking its 
way to an intense finale. At nine minutes, 
that's just the first song. It fails to stick to 
your ears like their more compact songs can. 
Like the psychedelic swing of 'The Rider' or 
the hypnotic harmonies that make 'Gone 
Beyond' such a treat, Akron/Family are at 
their best when they compress their talent. 
Joris Heemskerk 



Badly Drawn Boy 



Born in The UK (EMI) 

Try to imagine that Damon Gough never 
made that soundtrack to About A Boy. 
Would you still think of him as the musical 
equivalent of a Richard Curtis movie? Maybe 



you would. I'd argue that this doesn't have 
to be a bad - or even a Badly Drawn -thing. 

It's all about getting older and slightly 
wiser, accepting who you are and what really 
matters. This Boy is approaching 40, loves 
Bruce Springsteen more than life itself and, 
god, he still wishes he could one day write 
his own Born To Run. The beautiful, and 
almost sensible, thing is that he has instead 
settled for a Tunnel Of Love, albeit with ~a 
happy ending. It dares to be sentimental, 
nostalgic and almost embarassingly straight 
to the point. And on the elegant homage to 
The Spinners that is 'Walk You Home 'he 
finally becomes that very rare bewilderbeast 
-a Mancunian Southside Johnny. 
Andres Lokko 
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THE EARLY YEARS 
The Early Years 

Out now on Beggars Banquet 
A British band delivering on their 

potential. After a host of jaw- 
dropping gigs, the London three- 
piece have wasted no time in 
recording their debut album; 
a self-titled masterpiece. 



HAFDIS HULD 
Dirty Paper Cup 

Out now on MVINE 
Hafdis Huld is one of the most 
original new talents to emerge in 
years. Former member of Gus Gus, 
her quirky take on life & seductive 
vocals deliver an album of perfect 
catchy pop with a very dark twist. 




BONOBO 
Days To Come 

Out now on Ninja Tune 
Simon Green aka Bonobo returns 

with his third album and a quantum 
leap in quality/Days To Come' has 
the feeling of a classic all over - 

big, brooding, emotional & uplifting. 

Featuring vocals from Bajka & Fink. 



JULIETTE & THE LICKS 
Four On The Floor 

Out now on Full Time Hobby 
Juliette and the Licks release their 
thumping 2nd album, 'Four On The 
Floor', displaying their knack for 
writing several catchy as hell tunes, 
backed up by the thunderous beat 

from Dave Grohl on drums 




BRIGHTBLACK 

MORNING LIGHT 

Brightblack 

Morning Light 

Out now on Matador 

Written while they were living in 

tents in rural Northern California, 

the resulting tribal folk jams are 

warm, heavy and thrilling. 



DAMIEN JURADO 

And Now That I'm 

Your Shadow 

Out 16.10.06 on Secretly Canadian 
Damien will lead you into the lyrical 
world of the forgotten faces that you 
once knew; the very thoughts that 
cross your mind when you are alone 
or among the crowd. 




DALLAS CRANE 
Dirty Hearts 

Out now on Alberts 

"Drive, edge and absolute 

commitment" ROLLING STONE 

"A gritty, dirty, mongrel 

piece of rock" BRAG 

"Aussie rock minus the prima 

donna factor" KERRANG 




THE LAST TOWN 

CHORUS 

Wire Waltz 

Out now on Loose 

The distorted cry of a lap-steel guitar 

slices through the Brooklyn night. 

A voice sings with aching sweetness 

and strength. Caressing melodies 

are barbed with stinging solos. 




LONELY DEAR 
Sologne 

Out 09.10.06 on 

Something In Construction 

Swedish pop sensations, Loney Dear 

draw on Sufjan, Beach Boys and 

Bright Eyes influences, adding 

sublime grooves, beats and horns. 

Rough Trade Album Of The Week 




MAGNOLIA ELECTRIC CO 
Fading Trails 

Out 09.10.06 on Secretly Canadian 
Composed of recording sessions 
Molina and company did with Steve 
Albini at his Electric Audio Studio, 
David Lowery at his Sound of Music 
Studio, and at the famous Sun 
Studio, Memphis Tennessee. 



BE THE FIRST TO HEAR THE BEST INDEPENDENT MUSIC AT YOUR LOCAL CWNN STORE 




TY 
Closer 

Out 16.10.06 on Big Dada 
Mercury nominee and British 
hip-hop titan Ty is back with his 
best album to date. Musical, 
accomplished and exciting, 
'Closer' is an album that will 
define his career. 



■ ■■■■•-■+»■- 




VARIOUS 
Plague Songs 

Out now on 4AD 
A collection of songs based on the 
10 Biblical plagues that take place 

in the book of Exodus, featuring 
exclusive contributions from Scott 
Walker, Rufus Wainright, Brian Eno, 

Robert Wyatt & Laurie Anderson. 




YOLATENGO 

I Am Not Afraid Of You 

And I Will Beat Your Ass 

Out now on 4AD 

Yo La Tengo are an American 

institution. No two songs sound the 

same. This record is a contender 

for album of the year. 



ULL SHOP LIST PLEASE LOG ONTO WWW.CWNN.ORG VITAL 

WWW.MYSPACE.COM/CHAINWITHNONAME sales & marketing 
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It's the sound of people whose lives have been 
churned around by war, empire and the free market 
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never mind the balkans 

Words: Daniel Trilling 
Illustration: Lindsay Wright 

A Hawk And A Hacksaw 

The Way The Wind Blows (The Leaf Label) 

When my grandma was a little girl, the Ukranians tried 
to kill her, so she had to leave the country on a false 
passport. She went to Germany where everything was 
alright for a while until the Germans decided they wanted 
to kill her. So she had to come to England, where the 
Germans continued trying to kill her by dropping bombs 
on London. By the time I arrived on the scene, my 
grandma had developed a neat defence mechanism: 
if she assumed everything was bound to end in pain 
and woe, it meant the nice things came as a surprise. 

This is more or less the outlook of A Hawk And 
A Hacksaw, who, via Leicester and Chicago, have taken 
east European refugee music (klezmer, Balkan folk) and 
given it a dose of good ol' indie songwriting. You can 
hear this from the start of The Way The Wind Blows, 
which opens with the funereal pace of In The River'. 
A jerky accordion melody dances around the song's 
forlorn bolero rhythms, while voices bid us a cheery 
g reeti ng : "May you live every day of your life high ". 
The instruments sound frail and rickety, as if the 
accompanying trumpet is made out of a battered piece 
of tin. But they can still kick up a storm, and frequently 
do. 'Fernando's Giampari', 'Gadje Sirba' and 'Sparrow' 
(with a chorus of "Don't be afraid/The moon is your 
home"), are wild with the kind of abandonment that 
comes only when you have nothing left to lose. 

It's tension - not harmony, or melody - that makes 
music what it is. The live performances of H&H's Jeremy 
Barnes and Heather Trost are a case in point: him sat 



behind a rickety drumkit, with bells, sticks and accordion 
strapped to his body, her with a look of furious 
concentration as she saws away at her violin, building 
the music into a stormy crescendo that threatens to 
collapse into farce. This tension is played out in the crowd, 
who don't know whether to stand still and watch or join 
in, scared at what might happen if they break the barrier 
between themselves and the performers. 

But here, on record, we know what's going to 
happen. We know nothing's going to fuck up, or fall 
over because it's already been done, turned into ones and 
zeros and reproduced an infinite amount of times. The 
sounds are there but the music's dead, a historical artefact 
to file away in a rack marked 'world music'. Right? 

Not even close. The tension's still here. Are A Hawk 
And A Hacksaw defiant in the face of adversity or do they 
want to sit and mourn? 'Song For Joseph' written about 
Stalin, is a poke in the eye to tyrants everywhere with its 
refrain "You cannot govern/The world/Fuck off", but 
sounds as if it's as much about self-doubt as politics. 
The tension is at its strongest on the album's title 
track, which strips the arrangement back to violin and 
accordion. One instrument sings out, the other darkly 
hammers away at a drone. You wait with bated breath 
for the song to explode into another stomping waltz, 
but it never happens. Heather's bow skitters across the 
violin strings, the chords get louder, and then. . .nothing. 

This is wonderfully impure music, infected by 
uncertainty and missed opportunities. It's the sound 
of people whose lives have been churned around by 
war, empire and the free market, played by a couple 
who turn their own frustrations into a sound that leaves 
you somewhere between mourning your sorrows and 
jumping for joy. To a mixed-race mongrel like myself, 
it's the sweetest sound there is. 



Beenie Man 



Undisputed (Virgin) 

When people talk about finding salvation in 
dancing, this is what they're talking about, 
because Beenie Man's commitment to the 
club banger is single-minded to the exclusion 
of everything else, and so frenetic that all 
of your mind has, by necessity, got to be 
focused on the dance at hand. Beenie 
ricochets from riddim to riddim like an even 
more drunk ODB; he bigs up his homeland; 
he ogles all the girls around, but makes it 
cute and endearing rather than creepy and 
lecherous. Brooke Valentine and Akon turn 
in perfectly poised guest spots, reggaeton 
and hip hop are dabbled with, and in 'Chacka 
Dance' we have maybe the bangingest 
summer jam ever. 
Alex Macpherson 



D Boon And Friends 



D Boon And Friends (Box Plenty) 

Heroes of DIY maybe, but in their good, 
strong-as-an-ox hearts, the Minutemen 
were a pop band: hear their 'Corona' now, 
soundtracking men having their genitals 
ripped from their body on Jackass, and you 
don't hear the sound of a song tarnished 
by mainstream ubiquity, but the beer-bottle 
clink of good ol' punk boys having a good ol' 
punk time. The late D Boon was the portly 
dude at the helm of the Minutemen, and if 
this compilation ain't quite a plaque to his 
memory - too many tinny recordings, too 
much crowd chatter on the live jams - it's 
a great document of just how free the 
Minutemen sounded. Best is the live-in-'85 
footage: from the haywire boogie of 'I Felt 
Like A Gringo', twitchy on Reagan Fear, 
to the humble punk toast 'History Lesson 
- Part II', it's a snapshot of a time when 
experimental hardcore meant more than 
sour-faced headbanging and an expensive 
trip to the merch stand. 
Louis Pattison 



The Boyfriends 



The Boyfriends (Boobytrap) 

"Rejection - for the hundredth time. . . " 
('Adult Acne'). That's as may be, but singer 
Martin Wallace still has a pretty enviable 
position. At his side are a fabulously talented 
guitarist who resembles Richard Beckinsale, 
a foxy bassist who looks like David Tennant's 
Doctor Who- all that, and his hero Morrissey 
is enough of a Boyfriends fan to invite them 
on tour before they've even released an 
album. Melancholic but darkly romantic, 
The Boyfs have an air of classic boyish ennui, 
their chiming guitars drawing on all sides of a 
discerning record collection, while Wallace's 
lost-angel tones recall McCarthy's Malcolm 
Eden. 'Wonders Never Cease' namechecks 
Elizabeth Taylor and Routemaster buses, 
which, to paraphrase Mr W's hero, says 
everything to me about my life. 
Dickon Edwards 



Solomon Burke 



Nashville (Snapper) 

Solomon Burke has made like 1,000 albums. 
His incomparable old school bluesman voice 
reminds me of Mississippi Fred McDowell 
-that big bigness but still fragile, a bit 
wobbly, like the old Johnny Cash too. This 
makes sense, cuz on this album he 'goes 
country', which doesn't entirely make sense 
because he's always been a bit country innit? 
He collaborates with everyone who's ever 
been amazing, and here are all my favourite 
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country girlies, Dolly, Emmylou, Gillian, Patty 
and Patty, and 'Vicious Circle' especially is 
heavy, and the closer 'Til I Get It Right', he'll 
still be around when I'm old and sitting 
knitting with my blanket on my knees still 
trying to get it right. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Califone 



Root And Crowns (Thrill Jockey) 

Liberally dashed with startling shards of 
found sound, subatomic splats and static 
ghost babble, there's an exquisite balance 
between Roots And Crowns' lovely, lonely 
songcraft and its kaleidoscopically generous 
but beautifully judged sound collage. The 
galloping future alt-country of 'Pink & Sour' 
bristles with clipped Fripperies. On 'Sunday 
Noises' guitars chime like church bells under 
harmonium and harmonies, and when they 
reconfigure it as an acid Americana hymnal 
Califone make Psychic TV's lovely 'Orchids' 
almost their own. Swooping cameos from 
backwards spookvox, metallic prangs 
and the lysergic fuzz of Butthole Surfers' 
'Graveyard' pepper 'Black Metal Valentine'. 
Califone's playground is a rural junkyard 
dreamspace where tradfolk instrumentation 
and half-rotted radiophonics conjoin to jam 
in the twilit ether. 
James Papademetrie 



Christina Carter 



Electrice (Kranky) 

There has always been an elemental 
lonesome prairie in Carter's muse, but this 
is a transmission from a sadder spectral plain 
hidden away from invasive eyes. The four 
songs - with the same basic chords and 
tunings - are the sound of a long forgotten 
intimate lost in their self-enforced isolation. 
"Do you think a body is a comfort? " she 
sings, as if the ghost is desperate to make 
contact and become physical again. An 
etching of flames, frozen still and devoid 
of warmth. The final lines, repeated over: 
"My words are not my words ". 
Euan Andrews 



Visitations (Domino) 

How to articulate the medicinal wonders to 
be served by Clinic's ever tighter, ever more 
strident Krautfuzz-dub-punkabilly? Desolate 
melodica, hostile Cramps buzz and shivering 
sulphate-clenched-throat nonsense (as in 
Edward Lear, as in The Cure at their most 
trip-blasted) remain a staple. There's apache 
drums, calliope and wah-wah. On 'If You 
Could Read Your Mind' there's snarling 
Batman garage and radiator abuse. The 
cavernous bass throb that propelled the 
single 'The Second Line' farts out a night 
black sibling in 'Harvest (Within You)' only 
to nailgun some icy Tor Johnson horrorshow 
organ and boneyard string-plucking into its 
lissom flanks. The melancholy closer almost 
seems to be atoning for the whole diverse, 
explosive acid bath, but it shouldn't be: 
these diverse marvels cored these sinuses 
and synapses, and may well do similar 
round your parish someday. 
James Papdemetrie 

in the studio: Clinic 

We listened to: "Lucifer, The Electric Eels, 
Johnny Mathis and Fille Qui Mousse." 
We ate: "Nothing." 
We watched: " The Sphinx, Quest For 
Tomorrow, and The Lost Weekend." 




thunder road 

Words: Stevie Chick 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet 

My Morning Jacket 
Okonokos (Sony/BMG) 

Do you believe in magic? 

For all the technological advances that have 
aided and abetted the music industry through 
to the 21st Century, you don't have to be an 
irredeemable Rockist to feel that maybe somewhere 
along the way, a crucial element of its spirit has 
been extinguished. It's a soft, fleshy and in some 
ways unrepentantly-hokey flavour of magic, 
granted, that relies on some lingering remnant 
of awe for the Stadium era of rock, of belief that 
some down-home dude like Bruce Springsteen 
could hold an aircraft hanger fulla people with 
the same potent intimacy as if he were playing in 
your bedroom, just through sheer tender passion 
and honest charisma. 

My Morning Jacket don't really sound like 
Springsteen. But there's the same naive, romantic 
sense of stories and emotions Writ Large in an 
incandescent, soaring, dynamic melody, and a brave, 
vulnerable voice at the heart of all that bombast. 
And while that latter quality is certainly not the 
'Jacket's sole or even primary stock-in-trade, the 
extended workouts of 'One Big Holiday' and 'Run 
Through' on O/cono/cos- tracks where the tunes 
unravel with swollen fusillades of firebrand guitar 
heroics, the kind of righteous squall that could score 
a particularly bitchen segment on Top Gear- recall 
a high-drama, high-impact rock'n'roll mostly absent 
from festival sites today. 

This is key, because Okonokos is that most 
unfashionable hangover from the classic rock 
era, the Double Live (this being the Jacket's fifth 
full-length, they're a release too late to conform 
to Yo La Tengo's 'Foghat Rule'), a soundtrack to 
a dreamy live movie that rivals Neil Young and 
Crazy Horse's 1979 album/film Rust Never Sleeps 
for agreeable surreality, the Kentucky hairies 
squalling and sighing amid copious onstage topiary. 




A heavy psyche lullaby 
rolls in like neon-tinted 
mist, stoning everything 
it touches with solemn, 
graceful introspection 

It's hard to think of another contemporary group 
who are so well suited to the form, given My 
Morning Jacket's deservedly legendary concert 
reputation, and Okonokos, blurring earthly 
trappings with its imaginary location, is a pretty 
heavenly experience. 

Okonokos requires the suspension of disbelief 
a surreptitiously-squirelled reefer used to lend 
stadium audiences back in the day to lose yourself 
in the euphoric rush of screams and applause that 
answer 'Wordless Chorus'. It offers corny but 
righteous pleasures, like bassist Two Tone Tommy's 
skeleton-shaking outro to 'It Beats 4 IT, an extra 
ecstatic rasp to James' croon on a majestic version 
of 'Magheeta'. 

A group as giddily reverent toward the prime 
elements of rock'n'roll as My Morning Jacket are 
can easily be reduced to some rockcrit mathology 
(in this case, Crazy Horse + Lynyrd Skynyrd X reverb). 
Butthisisart, not science, and as sure as the whole 
sometimes exceeds the sum of its parts, such math 
can hardly factor for magic. 

It would be worth purchasing Okonokos even 
if it only consisted of 'Steam Engine', where a heavy 
psyche lullaby rolls in like neon-tinted mist, stoning 
everything it touches with solemn, graceful 
introspection - something immeasurably fragile, 
thriving in the open space of a room that would 
strike more timid voices dumb. 

It's a special moment- magic, even, and 
something you'll be glad was captured on tape, 
just so you could tell yourself later, yeah, it 
really happened. My Morning Jacket found 
a still-beating heart within the withered carcass 
of Classic Rock. 
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bow down 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: The Little Friends 
Of Printmaking 




Put them 
together, and 
you've got 
an entire 
worldview: 
as above, 
so below 



Louis Pattison talks to Stephen O'Malley 



When did the idea of 
a collaborative record 
come together? 

"We first came up with the 
idea maybe two years ago. 
The idea from the get-go 
was that the key personnel 
wereAtsuo, Greg and 
I directing the record, but 
of course Takeshi and Wata 
were involved as well. We 
came together in the studio 
for several days... It really 
worked in the way a Sunn 0))) 
recording session works, 
and also a Boris session. 
The bands share an approach 
- something near planting 
seeds of ideas and working 
through what ends up 
working. People are 



more or less free to develop 
their roles as the recording 
moves forward." 
There's a strong sense 
of ritual. Is this mostly 
aesthetic, or do you think 
of there being a higher 
power at work? 
" It's both, definitely - but in 
this case, the higher power 
is sound, and the ways that 
vibration and frequency can 
allow something else to come 
forth. It can shift your mind 
from normal, rational 
operating mode to something 
else, some other focus or 
thought. There's certainly 
a sense of ceremony, I'd say 
ceremony is a closer word 
than ritual. Sound has 



a power that can change 
your state of mind. It's like 
with Indian raga - it's literally 
a spiritual practice, a way to 
tune your brain." 
It's interesting that, 
while Sunn 0))) is 
influenced by black 
metal, your emphasis 
on low frequencies is 
so distant from black 
metal's really trebly 
buzzsaw guitar sound... 
" I'm a roadie for Boris at the 
moment. We were listening 
to Immortal's Pure Holocaust 
driving across Georgia, and 
someone said it was quite 
relaxing. You can listen 
to black metal and it's got 
that same sense of drone 
-it's just it's achieved in 
a different speed." 



Sunn 0)))/Boris 

Altar (Southern Lord) 

It was kind of inevitable that one of the most visceral, 
experimental rock bands of recent years would turn into 
something to talk about more than listen to. Due to the 
instant visual impact of Sunn 0))), the articulate erudition 
of Stephen O'Malley and the fact that a great deal of 
their earlier work was deceptively similar, discussions 
of O'Malley and fellow guitarist Greg Anderson soon 
moved away from the actual musical properties of their 
material, concentrating instead on the central sonic 
concept of Sunn 0))) (low end; loud) and the band's 
stylistic, often collaborator-led development. Despite the 
fact that last year's stunning Black 1 made inroads into 
new sound leagues beyond bludgeoning audiences with 
drawn-out Earth riffs from beneath burkhas, instead 
spinning out black metal idioms into avant-garde webs 
of fear, there was something slightly academic about the 
album's direction, compounded by the response of Sunn 
0)))'s exotica-hungry fanbase who dipped a toe into the 
band's morbid waters like fin-de-siecle aesthetes toying 
with ouija boards. Would their teaming up with esteemed 
Japanese trio Boris result in something else fascinating but 
ultimately novelty-ish, a stylishly lamination of styles and 
ideas rather than a truly forceful musical experience? 
No fucking way. Altar is magnificent. Sunn 0)))'s 
finessed sense of cathartic sonic power is sculpted by 
Boris' knack for opiated melodies, soaring solos and 

- lest we forget - their own heavy drones and sick riffs, 
culminating in a collection of songs in the loosest sense, 
filled with moments of doom heaven and overseen by 
some of the best musicianship currently in existence. 
Atsuo's drums add gravitas and groove to O'Malley 
and Anderson's riffs on opener 'Etna' without displacing 
their trademark pace and tension. The addition of a gong 
doesn't hurt either. Meanwhile, Wata is free to add guitar 
lines of almost unbearable beauty that blaze like comet 
tails above a ruined city. It's clear from this point that the 
Sunn 0)))/Boris beast is no hurriedly stitched together 
monster costume, but an elegant hybrid creature. 

Altar moves from its volcanic beginning through 
interludes of chillingly assured ambience around which 
spectral presences hover, channelled through bowed 
cymbals, chimes, feedback, oscillations, whispers and 
the ever-present subsonic rumble. 'NLT' and 'Fried Eagle 
Mind' pulse with the possibilities of what rock music 
can do at its most elemental and deep-sea. To further 
confound, there's 'The Sinking Belle', a stately, blues-y 
waltz which lays Jesse Sykes's cloudy voice upon a bed 
of echoed guitars and distant piano chords, creating 
a widescreen atmosphere that recalls Earth's Hex, Or 
Printing In The Infernal Method. But it's another vocal- 
augmented track, 'Akuma No Kuma' that really takes 
Altar somewhere so shameless, nameless and inspired 
that the chance to spend eight minutes there is perhaps 
reason alone to buy this album. 

Longtime collaborator Joe Preston is the vocal force 

- treated and pitchshifted - at the helm of 'Akuma No 
Kuma', and at times he sounds like a diabolical, K-hole 
version of that bit in ELO's 'Mr Blue Sky', which is pretty 
scary however you look at it. Atsuo's drums flail behind 
nauseous, fluttering synths; about four minutes in, 

a sweep of noise wipes the brain clean before a see- 
sawing 'Thus Spake Zarathustra' fanfare stamps all over 
proceedings. An undercurrent of scratchy, fermenting 
noise builds and multiplies like a disease: like Helge Sten's 
'audio virus' finding a new and irresponsible host. 

Closer 'Blood Swamp' packs a similarly disorientating 
punch. Its painfully resonant undertow rends the ground, 
while Soundgarden's Kim Thayil adds a high-end guitar 
sound that's truly lost, resulting in total sonic wilderness in 
all directions. At their respective bests, Sunn 0))) and Boris 
superlatively explore sickening lows and ecstatic highs. 
Put them together, and you've got an entire worldview: 
as above, so below. Stephen O'Malley may well be the 
Brian Eno of doom, with all the tricksy conceptualism that 
that implies, but when concept is matched with sound 
to this heady, brilliant extent there's little you can do to 
Altar but, well, genuflect. 
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Coughs 



Secret Passage (Load) 

Coughs are an elephant. Big, grey, clumsy 
and loud. With tusks. And a saxophone. 
Elephants have saxophones, right? Those big 
grey things hanging off their faces? No wait, 
they're trunks. Fuck it, they're pretty much 
the same thing. Elephants rarely release 
albums on Load, but I suppose Coughs could 
be the exception that proves the rule. Every 
species has its unusually talented freak 
mutations. Coughs work better for me as 
an elephant than they do as human beings. 
If I try to think of them as people this 
album falls apart. But if I keep hold of that 
elephantine image, Coughs become almost 
cute. Not sure if that's the idea. Anya 
Davidson's vocals disrupt this mental image, 
being the kind of desperate squealing you'd 
scarcely hear from such a creature. With that 
in mind, let's just say Secret Passage is the 
tale of one girl and her elephant. 
Joe Stannard 



Cradle Of Filth 



Thornography (Roadrunner) 

When I worked in a certain music chain, we'd 
take turns playing our favourite 'non-shop 
playable' records while tidying up after 
closing, and the token metal guy often put 
on Cradle Of Filth. It was amazing how much 
faster the B-movie vampyrism mixed with 
full-tilt thrash and whooshy orchestral synth 
vistas made you get the cleaning done. 
Now on their 1 0th album at least, 
the stalwart British metallers have made 
another quality motivational recording - 
once it gets going after its pompous Danny 
Elfman-style orchestral opening, that is. 
From 'Dirge Inferno' in, there's a surprisingly 
storming energy to Cradle Of Filth's 
rampages through sonic and lyrical cliches 
of degradation and depravity, and some 
smart arrangements comprising effective 
layering of dirty riffis with stagey keyboards 
and strings, as well as an appealingly pop 
approach to song structure. Tracks like 
'Cemetery And Sundown' set the Goth-dar 
tingling a little too much for my liking, but 
when the band pull out all the stops, as on 
'The Foetus Of A New Day Kicking' and 
cantering duet 'Under Huntess Moon', 
you'll find yourself completing all kinds 
of tasks in the name of Thornography. 
Frances Morgan 



Def tones 



Saturday Night Wrist (Maverick) 

First impressions? Aaaaaghl Get this out 
of my fucking ears! Chino's vocals were just 
about tolerable on 2003's Deftones, because 
they were just more ugliness thrown in 
alongside the ugly guitars and ugly drums 
and it all added up to a weird kind of oceanic 
beauty, peaking with the heartstopping 
'Minerva'. Here, though, they're high 
enough in the mix to get right into your 
earholes, where they commence to shit in 
your skull like the young Mike Patton in 
a hotel room. Has any other metal vocalist 
aside from Fred Durst ever sounded so 
eminently smackable? Chino whines, 
Chino pleads, Chino emulates Jeff Buckley, 
Thorn Yorke, Robert Smith and Chris Martin 
allatonceand Chino ultimately makes 
you want to kill yourself only because it's 
easier than tracking the fucker down and 
getting close enough to place the shotgun 
in his mouth. 
Joe Stannard 
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Ctrl alt delete 

Words: Sheikh Ahmed 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmoore 

Warp Records, purveyors of thinking 
person's dance music for well over 
1 7 years, continue to plunder the fields 
marked 'indie rock' but this month, 
they remind us of their origins with 
genre-splicing electronic albums from 
two of their longest serving members. 
Squarepusher's Hello Everythingwas 
obviously recorded at a time when the 
creator was in wallowing in way too 
much jazz-funk. It's much more 'up' and 
accessible than 2004's Ultravisitor, a fact 
established by the opening pop-bounce 
of 'Hello Meow', and there's two fierce 
jungle numbers that will surely please 
the beat-fiends. Shame it doesn't contain 
any mutant 2-step, though. 

But it's Clark's album that really 
astonishes. Body Riddle may require 
a different angle of entry, but once you're 
in, it all makes sense. Sonic flourishes 
that recall Four Tet, Dabrye, and his own 
earlier work as Chris Clark are moulded 
into an album of instrumental beats 
primed with with ADD concentration 
spans. The skittish jazz shuffle of 'Herr 
Bar' is propulsive and noisy, 'Herzog's 
shift in tempo is brain-curdingly complex 
- but the standout moment is the lo- 
slung clip-hop of 'Ted'. Razor-sharp 
percussion, subtle approach to melody 
and a loose, almost live feel to the whole 
thing add up to what might be one of the 
finest home-grown electronic albums this 
year. Best thing on Warp in ages, too. 

He dominated 2005 with a series 
of searing statements in minimal house, 
but Trentemoller disappoints with 
his debut artist album, The Last Resort 
(Pokerflat). Makinq moves awavfrom 



4/4 has resulted in an album that's less 
than satisfying: too light where it should 
be dark, too structured where it should 
have settled for a groove. It's almost as 
if progressive house never went away 
(Sasha has a lotto answer for). Still, if 
you missed out on the 1 2-inches, they're 
on the second CD here - and they still 
sound fantastic. 

After a blistering run of lush, maximal 
house by Finland's Sami Koivikko 
which climaxed with 2003's Salmaikki 
long player on Berlin's Shitkatapult (run 
by Apparat and T Raumschmiere) he 
resurfaces with 'Paajaasa', a forceful 
1 2-inch of bleep-ridden, motorik techno 
on the Ghostly International label. All 
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Planet Mu hasn't taken its foot off 
the gas since the year began and they've 
made very few missteps in that time. 
They'll see 2006 out with a ridiculously 
intense release schedule that sees in 
copious amounts of breakcore, techno, 
dubstep and grime vinyl. One of the great 
things about listening to breakcore at 
piercingly high volumes at home is that 
the neighbours don't complain: they 
think it's some nearby roadwork protocol 
being carried out by Haringey Council. 
Label boss Mike Paradinas returns under 
his Jake Slazenger guise with the 
insanely funky 'Pewter Dragon' seven- 
inch. Jo Apps debuts with the moody, 
introverted, slow sludge of 'Kausikan'. 



It's all about the loops: sheared dub, 
pixellated melodies and rhythms 
that propel 



three tracks make you want to drive 
down country lanes, at top speed, at 
night. With your eyes closed. 

Secondo is another London-based 
artist working on the fringes of techno 
and house - but his output so far has cut 
a little deeper than most. His Dreck 
Records label has been responsible for 
some startling examples of conceptual, 
funky statements in 4/4, but his latest 
'Breathe To The Rhythm' single takes 
his glitchy, edit-obsessive disco to more 
organic territories. Cut from a similar 
cloth is Beckett And Taylor's 'Hired 
New Hands' (Hand On The Plow). These 
guys released the best 1 2-inch of 2004 
with the spastic-disco epic 'Work', which 
sounded like a Prince track skipping. 
More of the same, but of the three on 
offer, it's the Caro remix that impresses. 



Clash of the dubstep heavyweights, 
with Hatcha & Benga teaming up for 
a bass workout of monolithic proportions 
on 'Progression' and junglist supremo 
Bizzy B returns with another instalment 
of his 'Science' EPs. For those seeking 
something quieter, consume Frank 
Bretschneider & Peter Dumelinks' 
excellent 'Fflux' (Brombron). It's all 
about the loops: sheared dub, pixellated 



In fact, if you want us to continue having 
a meaningful relationship, I suggest 
you consume everything this label has 
released so far. Sublime packaging too. 

And I didnt even have time to 
mention stellar releases from Rafael 
Toarl, Richard Chartier & Taylor Deupree 
and Christopher Willits. Just purchase 
those and we'll qet alonq just fine. 
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The Drones 



Gala Mill (ATP) 

'Jezebel' leaks in with a roar and a dirge, 
sustained over almost eight minutes without 
toppling over the precipice. You hear so 
much about The Drones live experience as 
drawn out noise -joy to some, posturing to 
others. But Gala Mill 'sees the band show 
off their scope, where nuances creep in, 
as much backwater blues as coruscating 
rock'n'roll. Mountainous voices - Morlboro 
drawls, sludgy guitar lines - exorcise 
personal demons, recasting America's Old 
West in the Australian outback. Histories 
are dramatised to a level beyond the purely 
visceral, the burning, slow heart pounding 
like life lived out on frontiers. 
Stewart Gardiner 



My Ghetto Report Card 
(Warner Brothers) 

He's straight with us from the jump, 
exclaiming "Got my second wind, pimp! " 



on the opening anthem 'Yay Area' with 
a jubilant yelp born of both talent, luck, 
and gratitude. Except 'second wind' is most 
definitely an understatement. E40's had 
a long and distinguished career in his local 
(left coast USA) zone, but this is beyond that, 
a vital noise reclaiming rap's hold on the 
cutting edge in '06 much as Timbaland did 
in '96 and Rick Rubin did in '86. 

That's partly down to his voice, imbued 
as it is with an addictive, google-eyed 
incredulity like a cartoon cat swallowing ball- 
bearings. But it's also a tribute to his canny 
alliance with the Hyphy sound (think Lil' Jon 
Vs epilepsy), pioneered by producer Rick 
Rock in cahoots with the rest of the Bay 
Area, many of whom are represented here in 
all of their ghost-riding stunna shaded glory. 
If you buy only one rap album this year. . .Oh 
heck, you know the rest. Make it so. 
Ringo P Stacey 



The End Of The World 



You're Making It Come Alive 
(Flameshovel) 

With their name an REM allusion and an 
appearance on 77?e Manchurian Candidate 
soundtrack under their belts, I approach 
the new album from this Brooklyn trio with 
appetite suitably whetted. The Hollywood 
flirtation, of course, is sidelined and the 
NYC-ers offer instead a lo-fi hybrid of The 
Walkmen and The National complete with 
floundering tit-bits of bass, bitterness and 
meandering hooks for one to sink docile 
canines into. Sporadically absorbing, You're 
Making It Come Alive avoids blatant copyism 
in the main, primarily by lacking vocal or 



lyrical prowess, but only soars when 
imitating its forebearers. By the time Stefan 
Marolachaki declares, "This all seems so 
stale/The words so obvious", I say, "Here 
here" and drink to my copy of Alligator. 
Tom Howard 



Erase Errata 



Nightlife (kill rock stars) 

It's a tribute to Dubya's tolerance that Erase 
Errata have not been deported already, but 
if any of the political content went over his 
head in Other Animals, Nightlife is sure 
to redress the situation, featuring as it 
does titles like 'Another Genius Idea From 
Our Government' and 'Tax Dollar'. There 
is something self-righteous and moralising 
in their denouncement of the escapism of 
post 9/1 1 nightlife in the title song: they 
have inherited US punk's directness to their 
detriment. Even with the departure of Sara 
Jaffe, who has absconded to attend grad 
school, they still sound like a college band, 
preaching to the converted in an awkward, 
yet comforting geometric saxophony. 
Impressively, though, the polemics don't 
come at the expense of tightly structured 
no wave tunes. A clean production makes 
their sharp edges sharper, and new converts 
are bound to come crawling with bloody 
knees to heed their noise. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Mi ho Hatori 



Ecolysis (Rykodisc) 

As convenient, hack-ish and inaccurate as 
it is to go and divide the music of famed 
songwriting duos into binary component 
parts. . .well, there were two sides to Cibo 
Matto. One was the kinetic ass-kicking pop 
- playful, goofy, sweet on the ear. The other 
was the fluttery polymath textures - playful, 
teasing the upper registers, stuff that undid 
their MOR appeal and made them moreish. 

For the latter, in its purest form, I prescribe 
the 2003 album Yuka Honda made with 
Yoshimi P-We, Flower With No Color. This 
release from Miho Hatori, Honda's other 
half in Cibo Matto, meanwhile, is closer to 
Cibo's pop stylings. But this is vivid-dreamy 
flutter-pop, like a slightly less lysergic, more 
urban Juana Molina. Delicate, cryptic and 
worth dreaming for. 
David McNamee 



Acoustics (5RC) 

Is if to prove the present generation of 
avant-rock isn't all plaster-splitting amplifier 
worship, Hella take a trip out to the brush, 
reinventing cuts from Hold Your Horse Is 
and The Devil Isn't Red'm bare-bones style. 



Oh go on, get it out, you know you want 
to: damnable hippies. But for 23 minutes, 
it's Ywngie Malmsteen and Billy Cobham 
stripped bare and trading licks at Woodstock 
'69, percussion beating down like 
hailstones, guitars tangled like overgrown 
gorse. Fie to your four-point plugs and 
fuseboxes! These back-to-nature jams 
go out-there, out there. 
Louis Pattison 



His Name Is Alive 



Detrola (Silver Mountain) 

Warn Defever hasn't been releasing records 
for as long as I've been alive, but sometimes 
it feels like it (I mean this positively). Whether 
on 4AD or on his own Time Stereo label, his 
stream of elegantly ragged music, caught 
somewhere between precision and random 
sprawl, continues on Detrola. HNIA is here 
a free-floating collective, with three different 
lead singers and other participants on brass, 
bass and beats. 'In My Dream' might be 
the best unexpected rock anthem since the 
Breeders' 'Cannonball', other songs slip 
between pulses and free-jazz skronk and 
the many singers keep a soothing, cool 
glow amid the twists and turns. 
Ned Raggett 



Hot Club De Pans 



Drop It Till It Pops (Moshi Moshi) 

Keeping it underground gets you kudos, 
kid, but it takes bravery to stick your head 
above the parapet. Reformed DIY-heads 
from the outskirts of Liverpool, Hot Club De 
Paris deal in three-part harmonies of lunatic 
cheerfulness, time signatures that change 
direction like a pinball, and songs spiked 
with arch cult-ref: see 'Hello I Wrote A Song 
For You Called "Welcome To The Jungle"'. 

You can trace the melodic guitar 
cascades of 'Clockwork Toy' back to US 
math sorts Don Caballero or Dianogah, but 
Hot Club perform this with the knowledge 
of a couple of the (scant) lessons we learnt 
from Britpop (embrace of regional identity; 
genuine interest in emotional connections). 
Take 'Bonded By Blood', a satire of two 
brothers' destiny in middle management, 
set to beatbox and tumbling vocals: "If one 
can work in an unsupervised role/Then one 
has fulfilled one 's parent's role ". 
Louis Pattison 

in the studio: hot club de paris 

We listened to: " It's difficult to listen to 
other records while you're making your own. 
We'd have only ended up in dull discussions 
about microphone set-ups and snare 
sounds. When we finished, we breathed 
a sigh of relief and listened to Minutemen." 



We ate: "Shitloads of carbs." 
We watched: "A fair bit of The Mighty 
Boosh. We watched Wet Hot American 
Summer . Other than that, we watched 
ourselves grow to hate each other, in 
a thoroughly loving way, of course." 



Hot Snakes 



Thunder Down Under (Swami) 

The band who recorded the Last Ever Peel 
Session, fronted by ex-Pitchfork and Drive 
Like Jehu's Rick Froberg and John Reis, are 
releasing this live LP posthumously and 
quietly. Comprised of in-studio performances 
for Australia's Triple-J station, while on the 
2005 tour during which they announced 
their split, it shows the recalcitrant rockers 
in a different balance than previous LPs. 
More weight in the twin guitar midsection 
leads to a muzzling of drums and vocals, 
which could be seen as a loss of the Snakes' 
fealty to their hardcore origins: the angry 
post-psychoanalysis lyrics, the difficult 
rhythmic mathematics. Their affinities to 
the primal punk distinguishing them from 
their DLJ work become more apparent. 

There's also a variety in structure, from 
layering eight-bar sections of awkward 
rhythms to more spread out songs, that 
comes from the cross-LP selection, making 
this recording function both as introduction 
and original fodder for longing fans. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Fnda Hyvonen 



Until Death Comes (Secretly Canadian) 

I didn't really start liking Frida Hyvonen 
until I stopped listening to her voice. Her 
voice is wonderful - like Jenny Wilson's in 
her First Floor Power days, or sister Anna 
Wilson, whose bite-your-heart words are 
given teeth by sharp Swedish intonation. 
I found Frida too mannered, until I peeked 
beneath the crisp sheet of voice and 
listened to the metronomic clunk of 
her piano-playing. 

There's places where it just... slows 
down, where you imagine her breath falling 
as she, suddenly uncertain, pushes the key. 
That makes a noise, that's another breath 
that'll outlive me. It makes you realise that 
the ragtime-ish pounding and strident 
singing of the rest of the album is just 
a done-up-too-tight dress: something 
bracing and affected that breaks your spine 
back into straight lines. A handsome outfit 
giving dignity to the inconsolable and those 
left hunchbacked by hope. You'll hear the 
lyrics about being broken-in sexually, of 
falling for friends in tiny word-Polaroids, 
of New York and New Year's first. 
David McNamee 
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come to dada 

Words: Nicola Meighan 
Photography: Cat Stevens 




Les Georges Leningrad 

Sangue Puro (Tomlab) 

My biology teacher loved bats. Big time. He had bat 
stickers all over his car and his blackboard. Bat handles 
on his doors at home. Bat knives, bat forks, bat plates, 
bat teacups. A T-shirt saying 'I'm Batty About Bats'. 

I don't know that he listened to music at all - he spent 
most evenings up at the loch-side, honing his home made 
sonar detector; listening only for the frequencies of his 
hidden, winged, diminutive friends. But if tunes had been 
my erstwhile educator's bag, he'd surely dig Montreal's 
Les Georges Leningrad: the first ever gaggle of aural 
oddballs to cite their critical influence as Pipistrellus 
Pipistrellus -that is, your common or garden bat. 

A calamitous, six-legged, Dadaist faction whose 
muse straddles Babel as one might a carcass, Les Georges 
Leningrad are a granny-clad, shit-besmirched, clownish, 
diabolic marvel. And this, theirthird album, is a livid, 
Chiropteran joy: it chronicles vernal outrage and carnal 
umbrage; mammal beats, Morricone, bat-eggs, scissor- 
hands and skulls. Starring Poney P ("voix, synthetiseur 
DJ-X 60"), Bobo Boutin ("batterie, synthetiseur E-303"), 
and Mingo L'lndien ("guitare, synthetiseur ML-RCC")- 
and boasting a grisly biography that attests to Portuguese 
ghosts, black Eskimos, moon-walking sleepwalkers, 
pureblood sorcery and variegated flying creatures - 
theirs is a truly lube-spewed racket: all sordid noise, eye- 
popping electro, malodorous rock, and troglodyte pop. 

From the Norse-endorsing foghorn clit-rap of 'Sleek 
Answer' ("Don 't be afraid/To be brave/Vikings are 
cool/Princes of power") - to the B-movie trash-rock of 
'Mange Avec Tes Doigts' and the brutal, puke-inducing 
liver-cleave that's 'Lonely Lonely' - Sangue Puro once 
more demonstrates that little of our Canadian triad's 
live agitation is lost to the recording process: their avid 



dynamic remains indignant. Post-punk, industrial, 
musique concrete, acid-disco, art-terrorism, and 
mask-clad brouhaha are all gloriously disclosed - as are 
propensities for Pierre Henry, Art Blakey and Antonin 
Artaud. Les Georges Leningrad's rabid art is parts fulgent 
absurdist, hoary narcosis, and kohl-assaulted Cyclops. 
Their felt-tipped, fidgety artwork is similarly dilettantish: 
Sangue Puro is sonically and visually bedecked with frisky, 
winged, vampiric imagery: bat-eggs, bat cries, bat- 
bombs, bat blood, bat hearts, bat beats: bat power. 

There's a science teacher in the Central Highlands 
whose sonar detector is turning him on to the awesome 
frequencies of an abominable species: that is, Les 
Georges Leningrad. 

Nicola Meighan talks to Bobo Boutin 

To what song on Sangue Puro would you direct 
a Les Georges virgin, by way of introduction? 

"'Ennio Morricone'! It is death threat to the average 

bear." 

What five things inspired the album? 

"This common bat, Pipistrellus Pipistrellus, standing for 
'something' in the modern nomenclature of Charles 
Linne; Panettone (Italian dried-fruit cakes); mammal 
beats (for kids!); 'something' hidden under our beds." 
The cover art's pretty menacing - is that indicative 
of the music therein? 

"Oh yes. It is totally monomaniac: an Aztec monolith, 
a flying object. Hidden knowledge! Night vision! Pure 
magic! Sangue Puro loves the electric tape avenue. 
The yellow, the triangle. . .the angles! It is scary to be 
alone in a maze. Watch the elbows in the corners! " 
How would you sum up the album? 
"We needed a source of infected blood to make it pure, 
to nurture the critter. Sangue Puro is a flying leech ! " 



In The Absence Of Truth (Ipecac) 



Isis/Aereogramme 



In The Fishtank 14 (Konkurrent) 

The quandary is this: does perfecting a 
formula make a band formulaic? Isis have 
their own defiantly recognisable steez. By 
now, those listening with one ear only might 
cry foul. We, on the other hand, merely want 
to cry with exalting glory at Los Angeles' 
greatest Bostonians. Six and a half minutes 
into 'Dulcinea', the levee breaks and Isis' 
finest rolling thunder charges past for 30 
seconds of mighty chug. And even if 
the remainder of In The Absence Of Truth 
were recorded through a goat's bottom 
-naturally, it's not -that'd be sufficient. 

In The Fishtank 14, meanwhile, 
adds theoretically brilliant/perennially 
disappointing Scottish sonic cousins 
Aereogramme to three dizzying post-metal 
expulsions fit for apocalyptic wildlife 
documentaries, specifically the portent 
seconds before a Biblical tropical storm. 
Adam Anonymous 



The John Doe Thing 



For The Best Of Us (Yep Roc) 

An extension of a previous kill rock stars 
release, For The Best Of L/s finds John Doe 
ploughing a vast and fluid furrow betwixt 
his Dim Stars, Bright Sky alburn and the 
coruscating LA punk from his days in X. 

The savage crunch of 'A Step Outside' 
belies the tenderness of Doe's creaking 
voice, threatening to break its own back 
over tales of grown-up teenage heartbreak. 
The synthetic heartbeat of Dave Way's 
programmed additions are seamless with 
Joey Waronker's ferociously organic 
drumming, ebbed along by the rivers of 
whisky and wine that pour from the jewel 
case upon opening. Like a boozier Chuck 
Prophet; a more haggard Paul Westerberg, 
this is classic rock with its socks off, bowing 
neither to time, tide nor trend. 
HayleyAvron 



Juliette And The Licks 



Four On The Floor (Hassle) 

Patti Smith wasn't the first punk. She was 
cool, granted - but she was also the last 
of the post-Rolling Stones Seventies rockers, 
a hippie, charged with a naive belief in 
rock'n'roll. So beware singers - especially 
raunchy 'alternative' actresses - in 2006 
drawing too much inspiration. Juliette Lewis' 
debut album, You're Speaking My Language 
(2005) recalled the ace Eighties pop-rock of 
Joan Jett and The Go-Go's. It rocked. Hard. 
This one falls way too much into Pat Benator 
and solo Courtney Love territory: too much 
bluster, not enough Grrrl-style action. 
Opener 'Smash And Grab' blisters like 
a three-day-old burn, but afterwards it's 
all poise and legs-astride riffage. A real 
disappointment- plus the band have 
terrible hairdos. 
Everett True 



Kelis Was Here (Virgin) 

Kelis Was Here manages to funnel a massive 
range of styles into one dominant sonic 
aesthetic: its 19 tracks feature Eighties 
electro samples, bursts of disco strings, 
psychedelic soul jams, cute Daisy Age raps, 
futuristic dancehall, Max Martin schaffel-pop 
and, in 'Blindfold Me', the first crunk'n'b 
song which is actually crazy and drunk rather 
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than poised and controlled. However, rather 
than making a virtue of her eclectic stylings, 
in the prevailing subtle, bassy arrangements 
Kelis seems intent on pretending that 
they're all the same thing. It's an ambitious 
album pretending to be generic, an effect 
compounded by Kelis's understated, at times 
childlike vocals. The album consequently 
possesses the benefits of both formalism 
and innovation. Particular highlights are 
the scattershot haze of 'Awww Shit!', the 
rude girl cheekiness of 'I'm A Handful' and 
'Little Star', a duet with Cee-Lo of pure and 
languorous beauty. 
Alex Macpherson 



KTL (editionsmego) 

KTL is an abbreviation of Kindertotenlieder, 
a new play by transgressive author/poet 
Dennis Cooper, and this collaboration 
between laptop noise merchant Peter 'Pita' 
Rehberg and the current magus of low-tuned 
guitar drone Stephen O'Malley, though 
not the soundtrack album, contains music 
that will be used in the final theatre piece. 

Most of the album is taken up by a 
stunning four-part symphony, 'Forest Floor', 
in which Rehberg's powerbook glitches fall 
like heavy snowflakes on the speakers, and 
O'Malley keeps the riffs fairly high-end, until 
'3' introduces his familiar prowl metal hum. 
'Snow' closes the record in a surround-sound 
of sharp jabs at the strings, causing delayed 
feedback that slowly melts together with the 
sound of digital leaves crunching underfoot. 
A remarkable record that takes you directly 
to the place it inhabits: pitch-black, but with 
shafts of light piercing through occasionally 
to take your breath away. 
George Taylor 



Paper Tigers (Humme) 

The glitchy undercurrents and subtle, itchy 
beats of Vladislav Delay aka Sasu Ripatti's 
trademark bubbly, dubby house are fluid 
and neat like a figure skater's tracings on 
brightly lit ice, but too often here the vocals 
intrude upon rather than enhance the 
music's delicate patterns. When they're 
spun out amid other sonic surprises, as on 
'Let You Know' they're a sweet treat, but 



elsewhere there are just too many damn 
words. Luomo clearly works well with 
vocalists, but one can't help wishing for 
a little more voice-as-texture among the 
many other intriguing sounds on offer, 
rather than another platitudinous refrain. 
Frances Morgan 



Made Out Of Babies 



Coward (Neurot) 

The great thing about this album is that 
it doesn't ever stop being great. Not from 
the moment that you clock the primary 
school kid's scuffed-up face on the cover and 
realise the album's called Coward. It's wrong 
to smirk at a young kid's scuffed-up face - 
right? Wrong. Not when you've got Bjork's 
retarded younger sister coo-ing at you over 
intense, bluesy, metally, spastic guitar solos. 
It doesn't lose any of its greatness when 
Julie Xmas quits hollering and starts puking 
up her own vocal chords. It continues being 
great when she whispers at you on 'Death 
In April', like a really rather naughty little 
girl. It's really quite great. 
HayleyAvron 



Magnolia Electric Co 



Fading Trails (Secretly Canadian) 

Magnolia Electric Co may have shifted 
the vibe from funereal to plain miserable 
since Jason Molina's Songs: Ohia mantle 
disintegrated, though the lonesome regret 
and loathing howling to an uncaring moon 
remain. Nothing encapsulates that quite 
as much as opening paean-gone-awry 
'Don't Fade On Me', memories of intimacy 
disappearing from a platform marked 'It's 
Over'. Doleful acceptance of errant love 
direct from an unnamed, bourbon-soaked 
saloon; a snapshot into the troubled mind 
of man fighting against life itself; whichever 
way Fading Trails is dressed up, the bleak 
conclusions could either bump you from 
self-pity or confirm the struggle isn't indeed 
worth it. Allow Molina to touch your spirit. 
Adam Anonymous 



The Melvins 



A Senile Animal (Ipecac) 

Where to start? Where to end? The Melvins? 
Yes. Rock. Rock harder. Rock hardest. Now 
featuring Jared and Coady of bass'n'drums 



duo Big Business on, urn. . .bass'n'drums, 
The Melvins have produced the greatest hard 
rock album of 2006. 1 know 2006 isn't over 
yet, but trust me, the next few months are 
unlikely to spawn anything better than 
this. A Senile Animal \s a heavy bubblegum 
explosion. Kiss hooks, Alice Cooper 
melodies and even Queen harmonies (on 
the mindblowing 'A History Of Bad Men') are 
liberally slathered over some of the nastiest 
hardcore-pop-metal you've ever heard. Jared 
Warren's bass is as fierce and feral here as 
it is on Big Business' Head For The Shallow, 
sharing the weight of each riff rather than 
merely shadowing Buzz's shit-slinging six- 
string, while the constant dialogue between 
twin drummers Dale Crover and Coady Willis 
is just plain rude. Love it to death. 
Joe Stannard 



Mouse On Mars 



Varcharz (Ipecac) 

Dusseldorf duo Andi Toma and Jan St. 
Werner have been busily pervasive in my 
aural consciousness for at least three years 
now, taking normal rhythmic structures and 
filling them full of sounds from an alternative 
cosmos. Varcharz- a phonetic mangling 
of the word "wortschatz", German for 
"vocabulary" - doesn't let up on the trend. 
'Chahnok' is simple drum'n'bass in places, 
but with a tonal register that sounds more 
like the operating-desk of a space cruiser. 
Frustratingly, there's no real winning pop 
number on here -Toma and StWerner seem 
to have opted for stuttering noisy bits in 
favour of producing another wonky classic 
like 'Sui Shop'. But it's still class, like. 
Ralph Cowling 



The Nightingales 



Out Of True (Iron Man) 

Right at the start is a thrillingly great 
ghost-of-Can drum attack courtesy of Daren 
Garratt, then the band kicks in with this 
honest-to-god angular riff while Robert Lloyd 
sings like a snarling but smooth shiv wielder 
(and I swear I typed that before I heard him 
sing, "Let's get ready to rumble "). More 
bands should be so immediate on all levels. 
First album in 20 years, reads the promo 
guff, but all you need to know is that Lloyd 
is back with fellow Prefects veteran Alan 



Apperley, this five-piece incarnation 
swaggers and kicks without apology, Gina 
Birch duets on one song, Kevin Coyne gets 
covered on another and it all ends with 
a beautifully stark version of a Ray Davies 
obscurity I'd only ever heard courtesy of the 
world's worst surf movie, Catalina Caper. 

They're touring the UK in October; ergo, 
they need to be seen. Or else. 
Ned Raggett 



Lee 'Scratch' Perry 



Panic In Babylon (Narnack) 

Bonkers and best-loved reggae wizard Lee 
'Scratch' Perry has reappeared from his Swiss 
dub sanctum with Panic In Babylon. It's a 
surprisingly slow, tranquilising sort of panic; 
one minute he's Doctor Who, sprinkling 
Babylon with electro twinkles, the next he's 
Cher, leading us through the fires mumbling 
into a vocoder, followed by beautiful 
Krishna, seducing all the polytricksters 
with a toy guitar. Apart from a couple 
of priceless foibles - an answerphone 
testimony from some randy Australian 
woman dribbling on about how, "You were 
really hot last night, like a god in my bed 
playing games in my head"- it is, for the 
most part, as portentous, moodily eccentric, 
rich and heavy as one might hope. Perry, in 
his crown festooned with badges, antennae, 
beads and baubles, will 'set us free' indeed. 
Matilda Tristam 



The Piney Gir Country 
Roadshow 



Hold Yer Horses (Truck) 

When the disappointment about the overlap 
of material from Peakahokahoo subsides, 
the saccharine rush kicks in. But this time, 
the Piney pick'n'mix contains just as much 
sex as it does sugar. Where before she was 
all skirt-swinging little girl, you only have 
to listen to the intra to 'Tell It To The Dog' 
to knowthat she is all wooh-hoo-oman. 
Her exquisitely cynical naivety comes into its 
own, ringing out with a deeply romantic slide 
guitar as companion. With this downhome 
country lass knowing full well how to spice 
up her pink gingham with a pair of killer 
heels, I cannot think of anybody else better 
to sing me to sleep under the stars. 
HayleyAvron 
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an be restructured 
in play, or polemic, or pure, untrammelled nihilism 





name that tumour 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Ben Rivers 

It's the perennial insult thrown at any 
niche genre since time immemorial: just 
noise. Yet what's most fascinating about 
Noise: The Genre is the multiple ways to 
make sense of this tumult of un-melody 
and anti-rhythm, a vortex of possibilities 
you decode as you choose. Some salute 
noise for its sense of immersiveness, its 
layering, its transportive qualities. Not 
me: I dig noise for its visceral kick, and 
its contempt for all talk of structure or 
notation or form; an open battlefield 
where sound can be restructured in 
play, or polemic, or pure, untrammelled 
nihilism. One band that fights both 
corners, though, is Michigan's Wolf 
Eyes. Their second album for Sub Pop, 
Human Animal finds them with new 
line-up - replacing Aaron Dilloway is 
Mike Connelly, also of Hair Police - and 
a sound that's more knifed-between- 
the-shoulderblades than 'Stabbed In The 
Face'. A malodorous dread hangs around 
the opening 'A Million Years', dungeon 
crashes treated with Studio One echo as 
a saxophone calls from the steel embrace 
of some distant torture chamber. Affairs 
ramp up towards the close, mind: a 
concluding rendition of ancient hardcore 
vets No Fucker's 'Noise Not Music' is 
a climactic donkey-punch of devil-horn 
grind and choking-on-cobwebs screams. 
Some noise is incoherent on record, 
too reliable on spectacle and pose to 
transfer onto wax. Whitehouse were 
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never one of those bands, but William 
Bennett's decision to reissue the 
archive of Live Action VHS on DVD-R 
is nonetheless very welcome. Later LAs 
find Whitehouse a more nuanced, less 
physically confrontational prospect, 
but LA46 Barcelona (Susan Lawly) 
is a churning experience of the 
band's notorious Eighties incarnation, 
domination/submission tracts like 
'My Cock's On Fire' simultaneously 
commanding and comical, splashing in 
the audience's face like globs of semen 
from a bus-stop willy. And here's the 
recording of the first ever live show of 
from former Whitehouse crony Kevin 
Tompkins' Sutcliffe Jugend. I remain 
in two minds about SJ. Sonically, their 
Victim As Beauty\s power electronics at 
its most visceral, but hearing Tompkins 
slobberi ng "Show us yer fucking titt- 
ehs! "from the vinegar strokes of some 
vicious rape fantasy prompts - well, not 
revulsion, more the embarrassment one 
might experience dropping in on a friend 
and finding his corpse hanging limp in the 
bathroom, trussed up in suspenders and 
sucking on an orange. First Official Live 
Action (RRR) is a bracing half-hour of 
Wagnerian strings and ultra-treated 
guitar, although the polemic still feels 
heavy-handed: "Christians, Muslims, 
Jews! " hollers Tompkins, "Your stupidity 
is a fucking crime! " Equal opportunities 
hate? You couldn't make it up. 



What else? I'm getting an ugly kick 
out of Kylie Minoise - Glaswegian 
noise aktionist Lea Cummings, whose 
commendably vile live set (see his 
'Copenhagen' video on YouTube) and 
new LP Spank-Magic Lodge (Kovorox 
Sound) uncovers new shallow graves in 
evil-hearted Prurient/Masonna power 
electronics. There's Noon And Eternity 
by To Live And Shave In LA (Menlo 
Park): noise outlaws Rat Bastard, Tom 
Smith and collaborators Thurston Moore, 
Don Fleming and Andrew WK assemble 
for a suite of blasted, post-Beefheart 
clatter and face-hits-the-concrete sonic 
layering. Merzbow's Metamophorism 
(Very Friendly), four tracks of coruscating 
spasms and treated acoustic guitar, only 
stakes its claim to essentiality by pulling 
Noise Trick # 1 and coming in a really 
nice case. KeyCutterby Vampire Can't 
(Load), a collaboration between Vampire 
Belt (improv drums firebrand Chris 
Corsano) and Can't (noise dudette 
Jessica Rylan), scrapes the edges of 
your brain with scalpel-sharp circuit hum 
and smoking percussion. 

Final thought: when's Throbbing 
Gristle's The Endless Not {Mute) going 
to see a release? It's festered in my iTunes 
since last December, belching forth a 
spray of black maggots and a sulphurous 
stench every time I click 'Play'. It deserves 
to be heard. If only so I can get this 
nightmare out of my head and into yours. 



The Radio Dept 



Pet Grief (Labrador) 

It's no wonder Sofia Coppola included songs 
by Sweden's Radio Dept in Marie Antoinette. 
Just like in The Virgin Suicideso\ Lost In 
Translation, the actual story was never 
really the point. Capturing something that 
only happens once in a lifetime was. 

Just like The Radio Dept's music, those 
films were all about the moment -and 
a feeling words can't describe - when the 
first trembling butterflies of love meet the 
chronic melancholia that it so often ends 
in. A moment that will never return; a couple 
of seconds that will forever be a part of us. 
The Radio Dept's effortless melodies are 
determined to stay right in the middle of 
that moment, in that place where childhood, 
seconds after the last tune fades out, will 
end, replaced by something yet unknown. 
Andres Lokko 



Red Sparowes 



Every Red Heart Shines Towards 
The Red Sun (Neurot) 

"The cover art is a reflection of the methodic 
qualities used in Chinese propaganda. 
Whether glorifying villainous leaders or 
disastrous events, the art the government 
commissioned was always very delicate and 
beautiful." I'll wear that; just check those 
fantastic old Foetus sleeves. Shame I didn't 
get a cover to look at. What I did get was 
some disturbing sleevenotes detailing the 
inspiration behind this most trad post-rock 
monolith, hewn by (among others) erstwhile 
Isis personnel from exactly the same expert 
epic quarry as the dayjob, and maybe 
. ..Skinny Fists. . .-era Godspeed. The 
devastation caused by Mao's vile regime, 
these here end-times as the finale for 
a depressing carnival of despotic fuckwits. 
While hardly smashing any moulds 
(the chiming, the weeping, the climactic 
threshold of thrash) this nonetheless 
wields a coruscating, righteous fury. 
James Papademetrie 



The Residents 



Tweedles (Mute) 

A case could be made that this is the 
Residents weirdest album yet, or their most 
horrifying. Why? 

1 ) This was recorded in Transylvania, at 
the request of a fan who offered free studio 
time in return for their presence. 2) As 
a response to the experience, the album 
was to be themed around a Dracula-esque 
character who feeds on human emotions. 
3) These human emotions are carnal. 

Endless references to the phallus blur 
amidst symphonies of dementia, theatrical 
vocals and bile. The drum machine sounds 
airless and horrific, the strings scratched 
from the woodwork and the song 'Mark 
Of The Male' implies The Residents need 
a good shag. You get the impression they've 
always needed a bit of TLC, but never has it 
been so explicit. A (glorious) nightmare. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Max Richter 



Songs From Before (Fat Cat) 

German-born 'post-classical' composer 
Richter has a profound ability to make the 
universal string-swell that could score every 
possible scene and tangent of physical or 
emotional beauty. It swells like when you 
realise you've done something totally fucked 
and there's not a damn thing you can do 
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about it but see what happens and how 
fucked up you'll get in return. 

These orchestrations are remarkably 
simple. A piano plays one melody, some 
strings another, then they tie over each 
other and jump through loops. Sometimes 
accompanied by an echo-sodden bass drum 
or Robert Wyatt reading Murakami, this is 
the definition of simplicity and power. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Dan Sartain 



Join Dan Sartain (Swami) 

"I strive for danger and dangerous times, " 
he snarls. Well, Sartain, you don't sound 
in the least bit hazardous to me. I thought, 
with the tongue-in-cheek cover artwork 
(Dan shoots monochrome self in head; 
blood splats onto white background, 
cartoon-graffiti style), that he'd be fun and 
amusing in a "Yes, I know I make slightly 
camp and melodramatic revivalist country 
rock" way. That he'd sweat out hot, 
greasy sexiness from back when rock'n'roll 
concerned things like hair gel, raised 
eyebrows, guitars trussed up at your 
shoulders to reveal thrusting snakehips, 
and acne. Yeah, there are saloon-style 
brass sections and some blokes doing 
operatic bits before finishing on a hilarious 
cha-cha rhythm; but mostly, it's weakly 
sung pastiches about bitches and revolvers, 
and thus a smack in the eye of vaguely 
nauseating machismo. Then, he covers 
'Besame Mucho'. Feck's sakes. 
Lauren Strain 



Scissors For Lefty 



Underhanded Romance (Rough Trade) 

If all of today's indie-rock bands are just 

a collage of obvious influences past and 
present, then the least any of them can 
do is make it a good collage (there are no 
prizes for pointing out where /riff or yvocal 
inflection came from; the cards are all on the 
table, after all). And Scissors For Lefty have 
created a fabulous collage, which would 
bring a shine to the grottiest of indie discos. 
They combine bits of Pulp, disco, Talking 
Heads, etc, to create infectious pop. I feel 
a bit like it's still the Nineties when listening 
to this, but it's nowhere near as bad as it 
looks on paper. 
Robin Wilks 



Sky green Leopards 



One Thousand Bird Ceremony/ 
Disciples Of California (Comos ) 

The Ceremony is a ritual of the deepest 
mind-altering folklore: a mythical occasion, 
half dream, half memory. In the forest of 
The Jewelled Antler, there's a visitation 



from The Incredible String Band — the sheep 

are scared off with pennywhistle, banjo, 
Jew's harp and violin. Everyone's sitting, 
nobody can hold a tune and every time 
we try to photograph it, the sunlight 
streams in through the aperture, refracting 
in bursts of colour that make us forget to 
press the shutter. That was our youth, so 
hard to remember. 

Now, a few years on, these Disciples 
come stumbling out of the dustbowl, 
brushing red earth from boots and 
moustaches. Next stop, the coast 
- looking for orange trees and jingle-jangle 
tambourines to take home to Granmaw. 

Time is flexible but folk are always folk. 
Daniel Spicer 



Sly And Robbie 



Rhythm Doubles (Rootdown) 

How Jamaican music has, and will, interact 
with its big-bucks US neighbour is a question 
to fascinate and ruminate. This is especially 
true for those fans of Sly And Robbie who 
love their early Taxi Sessions, and that deep- 
stepping, rootsy sound no one else matches. 
Since their move to a more mainstream, 
cheesy sound in the Nineties that deep 
sound remains a trademark. So you get 
stuff like Rhythm Doubles, which sounds 
full of cliched riddims on a home stereo at 
quiet levels, but is totally badass on the right 
system. A list of big-name guests (Wyclef 
Jean, Bounty Killer, Elephant Man) makes 
for variety and some really good songs, plus 
two refits of the 'Murder She Wrote' riddim, 
also redeem. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Tilly And The Wall 



Bottoms Of Barrels (Moshi Moshi) 

Even with zero biographical knowledge 
of Tilly On The Wall, their provenance 
is easily guessed at first listen. Sunny 
schoolyard harmonies, confident swearing 
and bubblegum unison chants in a certain 
accent, this music could only dance from 
American lips over American teeth (Omaha, 
it turns out); ripe for the soundtracks of 
a hundred quirky US indie flicks. 

More unusual is their busy and 
prominent percussion, an often outlandish 
clattering that permeates most of this slightly 
folky alt-rock. And then I find out - it's your 
actual proper tap-dancing, with everything 
else coming second in the mix. Although 
they're associates of Mr Conor Oberst 
and Ms Jenny Lewis, on record they have 
far more in common with The B-52s and 
Blake Babies, particularly on winning and 
infectious singalongs like 'Lost Girls' and 
the flamenco handclap-saturated 'Bad 



Education', inspired by the Almodovar 
movie. Slight fare at times, that - percussion 
aside - verges on the generic and 
anonymous, but it's impossible to dislike. 
Dickon Edwards 



Justin Timberlake 



Future Sex/Love Sounds 
(Sony/BMG) 

Justin Timberlake sings like an angel who'd 
fuck you to within an inch of your life, and 
then who'd let you do the same to him. He 
seduces from all directions: knee-weakening 
cockiness on 'Sexy Ladies' gives way to 
puppy-eyed, open-hearted romanticism 
backed by swooning space-age synths on 
'My Love'. Sex/love? Justin does both to 
perfection. Even the song about the dangers 
of crack sounds post-coital. His willingness 
to play the role of passive sexual object as 
well as active sexual predator, so rare for a 
mainstream male pop star, is also welcome. 

Sonically, FS/LS\s a treat, textu rally 
sumptuous and so melodically rich that 
each new hook feels positively decadent. 
The strings are astonishing, quicksilver 
phrases which dart and dazzle through triple 
X basslines and clattering club beats, but the 
plethora of ideas overflows at every turn. 
It's as much a statement of Timbaland's 
prowess - rediscovered after a few years 
in the wilderness - as Justin's. 
Alex Macpherson 



Titan (Paradigms) 

Three sprawling Kraut prog vistas from 
this Brooklyn-based four-piece, presented 
in engaging lo-fi packaging complete with 
a cover that looks like it was generated 
on an Amiga by Jeff Minter, circa 1 987. 

Sounding a little like what would happen 
if Krautrock had evolved on America's west 
coast instead of northwest Germany, Titan 
collide early kosmische tones and drones 
with progressive bombast and stoner-rock 
attitude. What the recording may lack in 
subtlety, it makes up for with energy, riffing 
out great waves of cosmic radiation then 
hammering them into shapes that may at 
times be a little too familiar to hardened 
kosmischenauts, but that manage to hit 
the k-spot nonetheless. Titan should be an 
ideal gateway band for metallers moving 
into more cosmic territories. Bend space 
and time to catch them live. 
Otto Amon 



Trencher 



Lips (Southern) 

I always feel old in indie discos these days. 
I was worried I was becoming a granny, but 



Trencher have given me faith in my youth 
again. Instead of saying "What's this racket? 
turn it down ! ", as their abominable noise 
terror blasted out of the speakers, I thought 
"Turn it up! " Lips is far from being 'just' 
noise. Pottymouthed titles hide sage advice 
( "Two semis don 't make a hard-on "). Lyrics 
gurgle like blood from a murderous wound. 
It's a pulsating mess of grinding Casio loops 
that should accompany the scariest ride at 
Alton Towers. Get in! 
Natalie Boxall 



The Crusade (Roadrunner) 

Ajournalist/musician friend once confided in 
me of an inner conflict: she found it hard to 
listen to music made by successful 26-year- 
old women. Against all feminist instincts, 
she would grapple with an irrational loathing 
of music made by her peers - by people 
who were a bit too much like her. 

I'm beginning to thinkthere's a similar 
reason for why I hate Trivium. I really want 
to like Trivium. I /oi/ethe idea of a thrash 
metal boyband. The best elements of 
Busted and Slayer twinned and amped 
up to the point where metal purists gag 
and pants moisten. 

Everyone loves Trivium. I fucking don't. 
I never wanted to be a music journalist, 
stumbling around shyly after Kerry King as 
an on-tour hack on Slayer's Unholy Alliance 
megatour. I wanted to be Dragonforce. 

Unfortunately I only learnt how to play 
the first two Metallica albums on guitar, 
never bothering after that. One listen to The 
Crusade proves that neither did Trivium, and 
look where that's fucking got them. Cunts. 
David McNamee 



USA Is A Monster 



Sunset At The End Of The Industrial 
Age (Load) 

You should definitely hear USA Is A Monster. 
Their last album, Wohaw, was incredible 
- a double-set of hot-like-a-branding-iron 
guitar/drums spazz and requiems for Native 
American chieftans. 

This follow-up feels too choppy for its 
own good, though, a more confused version 
of Hella with a lyrical accompaniment 
befitting of a teenage Al Gore. At its best, 
Sunset. . . transports you to a world of high- 
saturated neon rurality that exists aurally in 
the same way Thomas Pynchon makes you 
figure things literally. 

At its worst, it's so hung up on breaking 
through conventional time formulas that 
it annoys you like an itch that just won't 
go away. 
Ralph Cowling 



. 
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(but Utr+i a dfat£Lvn&/u? 



UtrPL €K 

In Stores now! 



"...Witmer is exactly the man needed 
to plug the void still left by the death 
of Elliott Smith" - Q Magazine 



"Songs like Little Flowers and Everything 
But Sleep stands up to Elliott Smith at his 
best" -WORD Magazine 




www.badtasterecords.se xjj/ 
www. denisonwitmer. com &~< x^o~u. 
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The 

Album 

Leaf 

Into The 
} Blue Again 
k (City Slang) 

"The writing's on the wall, " 
sings The Album Leaf's Jimmy 
LaVelle, a kindred spirit to the 
Junior Boys and their sputtering, 
love-in-limbo torch songs. But 
while the airy, clicks'n'synth-led 
moments carry themselves with 
incandescent beauty, forays into 
post-rock strike a tiresome, 
leaden mood. (LP) 

Battle 
Of Mice 

A Day Of 

Nights 

(Neurot) 

Pant- 

shreddingly melodramatic, "love, 
lust, jealousy and whiskey"- 
inspired leftfield metal mash-up 
'twixt people out of label 
mainstays Made Out of Babies 
and Red Sparowes. Singer Julie 
Christmas is scary, sexy, daft and 
fucking amazing throughout. 
As is much of this. (JP) 

David & 

The 

Citizens 

Stop The 
Tape! Stop 
The Tape! 
(Bad Taste) 

David & The Citizens embody all 
that is good. They can pop with 
an open heart and fey abandon, 
dish the trouble funk card with 
ease and harmonise impeccably. 
Fucking awesome. (JF) 

Geoff 
Farina/ 
Luther 
Gray/ 
Nate 
McBride 
Out Trios Volume 4 
-Almanac (Atavistic) 
A serious dose of bubbling free- 
jazz with skittering double bass, 
churning drums and doom-laden 
electric guitar chords. Scratchy 
Improvand Hendrix feedback 
tone-poems mingle with a 
mutant blues that keeps 
forgetting what it was saying. 
Scorch Trio turned down to 
seven. (DS) 

Flying 
Canyon 

Flying 
- Canyon 
(Soft 
Abuse) 

The cover sticker reads 
'California doom folk'. Doom 
folk? Bollocks. This is about as 
doomish as a mildly peeved 
economics undergraduate, 
and only folkish if your definition 
of folk is anything involving 
acoustic guitars. (JS) 





Goliath Birdeater 

Goliath Birdeater 
(Not Not Fun) 

You're burnt and bloodied, 
and your clothes are torn and 
smoking, and pitch-black guitar 
growl is circling downwards, 
ever downwards, like choking 
ash in the aftermath of some 
almighty explosion. This crater of 
unrelenting noise-rock grind is 
the doing of Goliath Birdeater. 
You may yet not escape with 
your life. (LP) 

Greenskeepers 

Polo Club (Om) 

Chicago eccentrics 
Greenskeepers fuse sleek rave 
and disco with quirky pop; 
CD1 is gloriously catchy, brash 
and original, with its tongue 
in its cheek and an eye on 
the dancefloor. The second 
(mixed) CD proves they're hot 
shit in the latter department, 
too. (RW) 

In Flagranti 

Wronger Than Everyone 
Else (Codek) 

I thought I'd review this 
unfashionably late electroclash 
rip in the hack slang it would 
have been greeted by back in 
2001 . Unfortunately, seems 
journalese is stuck in an even 
bigger rut than this cold porridge 
of 'Germanic vox', 'clinical 
beats' and 'glacial synths'. 
Hohum.(k_k) 

Judah Johnson 

Be Where I Be (Flameshovel) 

This kind of eyes shut, fists 
clenched, arms held over chests, 
frivolities over regurgitated 
guitar-synth bullshit provides 
my chief example for never 
starting a record label 
because your friends are in 
a band. Underage Christian 
disco anyone? (TH) 

Joan Of Arc 

Eventually, All At Once 
(Record Label) 

Ex-Cap'n Jazz/Owls man Tim 
Kinsella tramps further away 
from the Nineties emo/math- 
rock heartland where he made 
his name. Largely acoustic, 
decorated by cello and sparkling 
guitar, Eventually, All At Once is 
subtle and seldom overwrought, 
although Kinsella's urge for the 
oblique remains. (LP) 

Mandelbrot Set 

All Our Actions Are 
Constantly Repeated 
(Highpoint Lowlife) 

Clearly pissed with global oil 
inequalities and inspired by 
maths, Mandelbrot Set would 
fit in nicely at post-rock school. 
They might also fashion acid 
bonfires in double chemistry 
and cackle at the resultant 
explosions. (AA) 



Georgia Anne 
Muldrow 

Olesi: Fragments Of An 
Earth (Stones Throw) 

Born of a line that stretches 
through free jazz (father made 
instruments for Eddie Harris; 
mother performed with Pharoah 
Sanders),Georgia Anne cries fair 
over this lawless, self-produced 
mix of Seventies soul, free jazz 
and hip hop beats. (MW) 

Munck/Johnson 

Count Your Blessings 
(Ponyrec) 

From the ashes of country-tinged 
slo-core outfit Wynona come 
this Danish duo, making 
a sound similarly filled with 
longing and loss, damage, 
despair and the sweetest 
dereliction. The sound of rural 
daydreams sketched by an 
angel's voice through frosted 
windows as electrical wires hum 
and crackle and ghosts thrash 
electric guitars in the attic. (AF) 

The 1900s 

Plume Delivery (Parasol) 

Instrumental Chicago octet 
invest Motown sound with 
a billowing psychedelia, 
all delectable strings and 
abounding organ arrangements 
topped with heavenly layered 
guy/girl harmonious vocals. 
Absorbing, immersive folk-pop 
from a band of volatile friends 
and lovers. (MW) 

No Means No 

All Roads Lead To Ausfart 
(Wrong) 

Wacky ex-Alternative Tentacles 
punks shake off the cobwebs 
for cranked, corner-cutting scuzz 
and lyrics that make like 
Mclusky's weird uncles: "Try 
not to choke and try not to gag/ 
I have your balls in a sling and 
your cock in a bag ". (LP) 

North Sea Radio 
Orchestra 

North Sea Radio Orchestra 
(oof!) 

Memorably performed in some 
of London's prettiest churches, 
these thoughtful arrangements 
of classic verses for 20 or 
so musicians and singers 
are imbued with the kind of 
precious beauty that follows 
you around for days like 
a friendly shadow. (RW) 

Pipas 

Sorry Love 
(Long Lost Cousin) 

Pipas launch off from a mid 
Fifties land of innocent hopes 
and wonder and alight at 
the bedroom electronic Pop 
renaissance of the Nineties. 
An Angel Delight mix of 
sweet indiepop threaded 
with an undertow of soft 
darkness. (AF) 



The Sails 

The Sails (Rainbow Quartz) 

The world of Pop has been 
blighted down the years by 
people being influenced by The 
(fuckin') Beatles. Some escape 
the black hole by blending more 
intriguing nods and whispers to 
their mix. Others go no further 
than recording what they think 
sound like Beatles songs, 
grinning smugly as they go. 
Guess which camp The Sails fall 
into? (Hint: it's the latter). (AF) 

Dani Siciliano 

Slappers (K7) 

Dani Siciliano's in playful mood: 
found sounds spring out like 
jack-in-the-boxes, earworm 
hooks tantalise, and beats are 
provided by the sound of arses 
being slapped. Siciliano herself 
has taken a leaf out of Roisin 
Murphy's book, taking on an 
Eartha Kitt drawl to superb 
effect, especially with a big 
pop chorus. (AM) 

Sodastream 

Reservations (Fortuna Pop) 

In a parallel universe, this lot 
crowd surf with machetes, 
bludgeon church groups to 
bloodshed, and oscillate meat 
hooks from their bollocks. In this 
world, however, they do that 
acoustic-laptop-torch-song thing 
and, I suspect, they still live with 
their mothers. (NM) 

Someone Still Loves 
You Boris Yeltsin 

Broom (Polyvinyl) 

With 777eOCoutforthe 
summer, a mere mention of 
a band that was on the show 
is enough to make us drool. 
The music is less important: 
gentle emo, dreamy, Elliot 
Smith vocals. Not quite worthy 
of Chrismukka carol status, 
but likeable enough as a mid- 
episode romance crisis filler. 
(P&GK) 

Y'AII Is Fantasy Island 

In Faceless Towns Forever 
(Panic In Year Zero) 

Prospective outsider folkies 
could ruin their backwoods 
charm with titles as knowing 
as 'God Is Love But So Is Arthur 
Lee'. But Falkirk's Y'AII Is Fantasy 
Island temper their knowing 
indie literacy with pretence-free 
presentation, their faded- 
polaroid confessionals created 
from with bowed guitar and 
cold, sepulchral drone. (LP) 

Brief Notes by: Jonathan 
Falcone, Alistair Fitchett, 
Tom Howard, kicking_k, 
Alex Macpherson, 
James Papademetrie, 
Louis Pattison, Pil and Galia 
Kollectiv, Daniel Spicer, 
Joe Stannard, Megan 
Weston, Robin Wilks 



I Killed The Monster (Second-Shimmy) 

Nice to see the return of deluded NYC 
psychedelic noise king Kramer (Bongwater. 
B.A.L.L., Shimmydisc records) with another 
roster of likeminded souls. First release is 
another Daniel Johnston tribute, recorded 
in a similar dreamtime fashion in Noise 
New York as Shimmydisc's legendary 
Rutles tribute. Sadly no tracks here match 
up to Galaxie 500's exquisite 'Cheese 
And Onions' from that, but it's not for 
want of imagination. 

Kimya Dawson turns in a creditable 
softened 'Follow That Dream', Jad Fair and 
Kramer's 'True Love Will Find You In The 
End' borders on the tear-stained beautiful, 
while Jeffrey Lewis does his whole, slightly 
breathless, spontaneous Jeffrey Lewis thing, 
but mostly one is left wanting to hear the 
originals. Still, isn'tthat usually the case 
with tribute albums? 

But it's fucking great that Kramer is 
back. The world needs more mischief- 
mongers of his ilk. 
Everett True 



Nicky Wire 



I Killed The Zeitgeist (Red Ink/Enola) 

Here's what you expect this record to 
sound like: bombastic, blustering, articulate, 
smart-ass, ultimately disposable. Here's 
what this record actually sounds like: 
Silver Jews. Insular, ironic, edgy, ragged, 
saddened; bruised and literate punk-pop 
in the vein of post-Riot Grrrl/Subway 
Sect/"horrible Everett True music" such 
as Comet Gain, Herman Dune and Bitter 
Springs - acoustic, brimming over with 
restrained passion and trembling vocals. 

Surprised? You shouldn't be: Mr Wire 
always was the most indiepop-oriented 
of Manic Street Preachers - as he himself 
states, "I Killed The Zeitgeistwas inspired 
by JD Salinger, C86, Plastic Ono Band, 
Watership Down, Teenage Fanclub. . . " 
and he's spot on. Obviously, all those 
hours spent vacuuming at home haven't 
been fruitless: remove the apron and this 
is what transpires. 

This is a riot of ideas, a triumph of 
imagination over fame, a life-enriching 
experience. Do you miss Pavement? I'm 
sorry. Buy this, and miss them no more. 
Everett True 



James Yorkston 



The Year Of The Leopard (Domino) 

You can almost touch the first sunrays of 
the morning after in 'Woozy With Cider' 
as they force their way through the beige 
curtains in James Yorkston's hotel room, 
slowly crawling up the sheets towards 
a pair of still-drunken eyes. 

As they do, James starts talking. 
Straight from the heart. You know, 
like Stuart Tinderstick did in his most 
heartbreaking moments or Kevin Rowland 
in 'Reminisce (Part Two)'. But 'Woozy With 
Cider' is all about now and all about love, 
its future and - maybe most importantly 
- about music. Does anyone care what 
I have to say? Will anyone listen to my songs 
if they don't appear in commercials selling 
oranges? Or lemons? 

Yes, James, we do care and we will 
listen. You really shouldn't worry, since 
music rarely gets more beautiful, comforting 
or truthful than this. 
Andres Lokko 
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Coil 

Musick To Play In The Dark Vols 1 & 2 

Black Antlers 

The Remote Viewer (Threshold House) 

Coil have done much to expand the sometimes limited 
palette of industrial music over the past two decades, 
particularly around the turn of the century when a series of 
limited-release albums found them exploring directions as 
diverse as they were perverse. This period also saw the band 
playing live to often intensely offbeat psychedelic effect, 
demonstrating that not only were Coil capable of bringing 
their music to the stage, but also that their explorations 
were struck through with a vein of sardonic humour. 

In the wake of the collapse of World Serpent 
Distribution, and Jhonn Balance's accidental death in 
2004, there has been a dearth of both back catalogue and 
new releases available, though the posthumous/\pe Of 
Naples served as a fitting tribute to the man who was the 
soul of Coil. 

Difficult to get hold of other than in a digital formats, 
the magnificent two volumes of Musick To Play In The Dark 
have been reissued on CD at last. Together these albums 
represent Coil at an evocative peak of sensurround 
strangeness. They swoon from the lysergic thrills of sinister 
frightener 'Are You Shivering?' via 'Red Birds Will Fly Out 
From The East And Destroy Paris In A Night', where 
Spiritualized collaborator Thighpaulsandra helps morph 
Coil into Tangerine Dream-shaped ecstasies of analogue 
and digital synth spasms, to the mournful 'Broccoli'. 

One of Coil's foremost instrumental albums, the original 
gig-only CD-R of The Remote Viewer consisted of three 
deliciously hypnotic tracks of drone, glitch and minimal 
flowing rhythms, shot through with layers of keening 
hurdy-gurdy and moist electronics guaranteed to lurk 
sinisterly in the backbrain. This new edition features proper 
packaging, sympathetic remastering and a bonus CD of 
two tracks completed by Peter 'Sleazy' Christopherson 
and Danny Hyde. Using sounds contemporary to the 
original tracks, the pieces continue the electronic ebb 
and trickle with an edgy, beat-heavy feel. 

Another CD-R given a makeover and new material, 
Black Antlers was the point where Coil achieved an 
altogether odder state of mind, essentially prefacing 
the final masterwork of The Ape Of Naples in draft form, 
seemingly influenced by their live excursions. The central 
dream narrative of 'Sex With Sun Ra' finds counterpoint 
in the uncurling, mechanical beats and string drones of 
'Wraiths And Strays Of Paris' and a wobbly marimba-led 
reworking of 'Teenage Lightning'. Sentiment is reclaimed 
in Balance's heartfelt rendition of the nursery rhyme 'All 
The Pretty Little Horses', while the extras are a coda to 
'. . .Sun Ra' and two familiarly-warped rhythmic workouts. 



Afnrampo 



Afrirampo (Very Friendly) 

It's possible that Afrirampo exist solely 
for the purpose of annoying self-righteous 
prigs who dislike any music where it 
sounds like the makers were having fun 
rather than brooding over their own 
unfathomable genius. 

If that were the case it wouldn't 
subtract from their music at all, because 
annoying those kinds of people is a noble 
and commendable career option which 
should come with a company car and 
a pension. 

Afrirampo are basically arch-pisstakers, 
and that's what makes their music so 
enjoyable. 'Serious' music fans may bemoan 
the lack of substance in their dayglo psych- 
punk, the element of play that informs 
the band's entire aesthetic, and the fact 
they often seem to be laughing at their 
audience both live and on record, but as 
the great Willy Wonka once sang, "A little 
nonsense now and then is relished by the 
wisest men". 
Joe Stannard 



The Art Of Noise 



And What Have You Done With My 
Body, God? (ZTT) 

Conceptual pop endeavours have a vital 
place in modern culture - almost all pop 
records are conceptualised, the difference 
lying in the degree of intellectualism 
deployed in the rhetoric and presentation. 
Taking cues from Marinetti's Futurist 
manifesto and utilising their collective 
journalistic and production skills, seen in 
this context The Art Of Noise were smart 
dilettantes making a witty statement 
about something or other. Seen in a 
straightforward chart pop context however, 
and they were frustrated musicians tossing 
out pop-lite on their samplers with the cold 
calculation of an industry-crushing Tory 
cabinet meeting and therefore ultimately 
no more important than, say, Thomas 
Dolby. (KLF took up their high/low art 
mantle and made it so much more fun.) 

There's some half-decent stuff across 
this hefty box-set collection of cut-up beats, 
wonky synth-pop, dated Eighties pop like 
'Close to The Edge' and the proto-ambient 



title track. Yet somehow revisiting it is about 
as enjoyable as tongue-kissing Princess Di 
would be today. 
Ben Myers 



The Beach Boys 



Pet Sounds (EMI) 

Reissued in special edition with DVD to 
commemorate the 40th anniversary of 
release, Pet Sounds still sounds glorious 
as ever, but there's been so much ink and 
print spent on the record's artistry that critical 
exegesis is near-irrelevant (though one 
truth has never been articulated - while 
Pet Sounds is The Beach Boys' sole flawless 
album, a judicious selection of songs from 
their Seventies albums would make for a 
superior listen). 

There is far more interesting material 
languishing in the Brother vaults: how about 
that long-rumoured four CD Smile Sessions 
box? A thorough trawl through Brian 
Wilson's non-Beach Boys productions? The 
release of Dennis Wilson's Bambool Maybe 
next anniversary... 
Jon Dale 



Bright Eyes 



Noise Floor (Rarities: 1998-2005) 
(Saddle Creek Europe) 

It's all good. The maudlin, rollicking, 
strung-out 'Drunk Kid Catholic' (taken 
from a 2003 UK single) is one of Conor 
Oberst's finest songs: shoulders hunched 
over like a potential suicide, seduced and 
made salacious by his own considerable 
power with words, while a pedal steel wails. 
The two previously unreleased, countrified 
songs recorded for a joint M Ward/Bright 
Eyes seven-inch - 'Weather Reports' and 
'Seashell Tale' - are nowhere near either 
artist's greatest moment, but still some 
distance from their imitators. There's nothing 
culled from the Christmas album, but the 
Daniel Johnston cover, 'Devil Town', is 
suitably over-emotional, the Sub Pop single 
all electronic and fucked-up, and the vinyl 
edition of Noise Floorboasls an additional 
five songs. 

As annoyingly self-obsessed and 
precocious as Mr Oberst is, there's no 
denying that he has some talent. 
Everett True 
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THE LEAF LABEL 
AUTUMN 2006 



Debut solo album by Triosk's pianist Adrian Klumpes: 
an emotional masterpiece of delicate understatement 



out October 23 



*m\U& 



A HAWK AND A HACKSAW 
THE WAY THE WIND BLOWS 



The Wind Blows is the third album by Jeremy Barnes 
mux , lotel) and Heather Trost. Includes contributions from 
> Zach Condon and Balkan brass heroes Fanfare Ciocarlia 

"Vivid and startlingly diverse" Uncut 

"Loving and irreverent world music for punks" Plan B 

out October 9 
www.ahawkandahacksaw.co.uk 



COLLEEN ET LES BOITES A MUSIQUE 
COLLEEN ET LES BOTTES A MUSIQUE 



Specially priced 14-track EP of music box recordings by Colleen 

originally created for Radio France Culture 

EnhancecTCD includes I'll Read You A Story videc 



Her compositions 



/ith mystery" XLR8R 



"Really, really beautiful" Stuart Maconie 
out October 2 



PHELAN SHEPPARD 
HARPS OLD MASTER 



l sound from the sometir 



phelansheppard.con 



TRIOSK 
THE HEADLIGHT SERENADE 




A HAWK AND A HACKSAW 

"TJie WVf ihr Wind 0Jtowi n 



LERFV 



"At last, a jazz album that which reflects the momentous impact that 
new technology has had on our lives" OMM 

"Hovers beguilingly in the formless spaces between ambient music, 
electric jazz and electronica" The Guardian 



THELEAFLABEL.COM 
POSTEVERYTHING.CO 



riTLES AVAILABLE FRC 
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Johnnie Ray 

Love Me (Rev-Ola) 

His body shook when he sang such 
was the depth of his sorrow. He 
wore a hearing aid on stage - not 
an affectation like Morrissey after 
him, but a necessity after a freak 
playground accident near his 
hometown of Hopewell, Oregon 
left him deaf in one ear. He held the 
three top spots in 1 95 1 (with the 
immortal 'Cry', 'Please Mr Sun' and 
'The Little White Cloud That Cried'), 
a feat that earned him the enmity of 
Frank Sinatra (who also resented his 
girlfriend Ava Gardner's crush on 
Ray's skinny, androgynous frame). 

He inspired a 21 -year-old Elvis 
Presley in Vegas, was the Fifties 
singing idol that caused (in the 
words of The Jam) a thousand lonely 
housewives to clutch milk-bottles 
to their hearts, acted alongside 
Marilyn Monroe, ripped the London 
Palladium apart; and yet his debut 
single, the self-penned 'Whiskey 
And Gin', was thought to be the 
work of a black female blues singer. 

As www.johnnieray.com puts it, 
"Johnnie Ray was the first to take the 
microphone off of the stand and 
roam, run and scream over an entire 
stage. Johnnie was the first to really 
move himself and play the audience. 
Johnnie would touch, tease, kiss and 



His voice could rip angels apart, the 
way it pleaded, the way it begged 
not to be passed over 



hold on, white-knuckled, to that 
microphone for security. " 

His voice... man, his voice could 
rip angels apart, the way it pleaded, 
the way it begged and begged not 
to be passed over. Not for nothing 
was he known as the 'Prince of 
Wails', 'the Cry Guy', 'the Nabob of 
Sob'. Even now, especially now, it's 
heart-wrenching to hear him sing the 
opening lines on 'Don't Take Your 
Love From Me', squeezing out every 
last drop of emotion before circling 
in for the kill. As the man sings 
he chokes back sobs, devastated, 
denied, destroyed; you wouldn't pull 
feathers off a little bird or stop the 
mighty ocean from roaring, so how 
could you deny him his love - and 
as he sings, you want to get down 
on your knees, hug his tear-stained 
chest; no, no, Johnnie, of course 
I wouldn't. Of course I wouldn't. 

'Cry' sold a cool 35 million copies. 
Count them. Thirty-five fucking 
million copies, and yet every time 
I hear it, it still reaches deep inside 
and pulls my heart straight out onto 
my sleeve, pulsing and pulsating with 



emotion, my spine tingling with awe: 
"If your sweetheart sends a letter of 
goodbye/It's no secret you feel better 
if you cry". It's the way Ray tackles 
each and every syllable, slowly, 
sumptuously, absolutely aware of 
his own power, revelling in it, 
relishing it, and not moving on 
until he's sucked the last teardrop 
dry. I once saw lad comedian Frank 
Skinner perform this song on Stars 
In Their Eyes and it absolutely 
transformed him, validated his entire 
miserable existence in three minutes. 

Johnnie saw his life fall apart 
following the strange death of 
a girlfriend in '64, not helped by 
a fondness for liquor and pills. He 
died in 1 990 after being diagnosed 
with cirrhosis, virtually forgotten. He 
was too much of a freak of nature 
to endure, but has too much passion 
to be forgotten. This collection is 
killer: all the abovementioned, three 
duets with Doris Day and five live 
barnstormers from the Palladium. 

Treat yourself. 

You know you'll be heartbroken 
again soon enough. 



Harvey Milk 



Courtesy And Goodwill Toward Men 
(Relapse) 

One of the most unsettling 
avant/stoner/doom/sludge/dirge records 
you're likely to hear, made all the more 
intoxicating by graceful moments of 
diaphanous beauty. 



The songs take an eternity to approach 
anything resmbling a momentum,which is 
constantly undermined by crushing silences, 
awkward tempo shifts, and alarmingly 
restrained counterpoint, all creating an 
unbearable tension that occasionally 
discharges into pummelling anti-riffery 
and verbose, sprawling guitar deltas. 



Creston Spears' chapped, destroyed 
voice wheezes, croaks and barely squeezes 
out notes, like a hungover giant trying to pick 
up cute little kittens between thumb and 
forefinger without crushing them to death. 

This reissue also contains the scraggy but 
seminal recording Live at TT The Bear's. 
Carlos Fuentes 



Legacy: The Best Of (Parlophone) 

Some bands are worthwhile not for what 
they are, but for what they want to be. 
Breezing through this slightly overlong 
(1 7 tracks!) retrospective, Mansun's 
career looks like an intriguing mess, a B-list 
celebrity car crash sprinkled with a thimbleful 
of diamond dust. The best song they ever 
wrote was 'Television' off 1 996's Six, 
a paranoid prog epic which sounded 
like Britpop as redesigned by a coked-up 
Patrick McGoohan and Tom Baker (both 
of whom starred on Six's Marillion-esque 
album sleeve) but that isn't included here. 
Thankfully, 'Wide Open Space' and 'Taxloss' 
are present. The former benefits from 
being popworld's sole stab at crossbreeding 
Faith No More with The Associates, while 
the latter stands as one of the great pop 
failures of the Nineties. The rest, as they 
say, is... /know, OK-ish. 
Joe Stannard 



John Renbourn and Robin 
Williamson 



Wheel Of Fortune (Castle Music) 

The inimitable digits of guitar maverick John 
Renbourn have skittered betwixt medieval, 
pre-Renaissance, ragtime, Middle Eastern, 
calypso, roots, jazz and blues for over 40 
years. Revered for his celebrated Sixties 
coalition with Bert Jansch, (and their 
consequent inauguration of folk-fusion 
gurus Pentangle), Renbourn remains 
a singular talent. 

This particular shindig -from an early- 
Nineties live alliance with harp-enchanting 
Incredible String Band mainspring Robin 
Williamson - is a traditional, amiable, tender 
affair. It's less challenging, less remarkable, 
than much of Renbourn's back catalogue, 
but its re-release bodes well for the 
guitarist's overdue acknowledgement as one 
of our gentle revolutionaries and treasures. 
Nicola Meighan 



Mercury Rev 



The Essential Mercury Rev: 
Stillness Breathes (1 991 -2006) (V2) 

In the wake of The Flaming Lips' regrettable 
metamorphosis into a gently eccentric 
REM, critics are starting to turn their bile 
on Mercury Rev, perhaps mistaking singer 
Jonathan Donahue's manic smile and 
fondness for bad Sixties covers ('Lucy In 
The Sky With Diamonds; 'It's A Man's Man's 
Man's World') for a deeper-rooted malaise. 
Wrong, wrong! Wrong (as Jules Pfeiffer 
might say). The beauty still radiates. This 
double-CD collection contains more than 
enough moments of magic (a playful 'Opus 
40', the wind-chilled 'Goddess On A Hiway', 
the ever-shimmering 'Car Wash Hair') to put 
paid to latecome worries. 

So Donahue sings like li'l green Muppet, 
Kermit the Frog. That's a fine role model. 
Everett True 



Sepultura 



The Best Of Sepultura (Roadrunner) 

Sepultura were kings of the global metal 
scene at the peak of their popularity, after 
the release of their final album with founder/ 
frontman Max Cavalera, Roots. The Brazilian 
group kicked up a lot of dust with their 
vicious take on a basic thrash metal template 
until 1993's C/?aos /ID record cemented their 
position as the choice alternative to Slayer 
both for giving yourself whiplash, and taking 
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a casual interest in new world paranoia. 
'Refuse/Resist', the highlight on this 
compilation, is possibly one of the most 
riotous songs ever recorded. 

The band went primitive after this, 
working with South American native tribes 
on the aforementioned 'Roots' album, 
while collaborations with Mike Patton and 
Korn's Jonathan Davis set a blueprint for 
the more experimental side of nu-metal that 
followed, but Cavalera's acrimonious exit 
left Sepultura, still ploughing on, as little 
more than a machine rusting over. 
George Taylor 



Type O Negative 



The Best Of Type Negative 
(Roadrunner) 

Although best remembered as the group 
whose gargantuan frontman Pete Steele 
bared all for Playgirl magazine, Brooklyn 
goth-pervs Type Negative had a solid 
position in the mid-Nineties with a sound 
approximating Eighties hardcore swapping 
salty spit with synth-led pop darkness. 
Slipping into innuendo-saturated parody 
as the decade faded out, old favourites like 
'Christian Girl' and 'Black No1 ' still tickle 
at dusk with their chugging vampire's 
crypt ambience. 
George Taylor 



Bob Marley Covers Box Set/ 
Selecta Vol. 3 (Trojan/Sanctuary) 

The Bob box rocks my boat and rebels my 
soul. It's crash-hot Seventies reggae and 
what I enjoy most about it is when the Gods 
(Augustus Pablo, Byron Lee eta!) sound 
slightly psychotic, which happens a lot. Add 
some sticky waves cocooned in static, steel 
drums and extra-strength dub snapping 
inside smoked-out echo chambers and this 
is the Jamaican equivalent of a Biblical lion's 
den. Avoid first-year dormitory drivel like 
'Could You Be Loved' and 'Get Up Stand 
Up' - instead get down with obscurities 
like 'Three 0' Clock Roadblock'. 

Trojan Selecta Vb/ 3 fires up some 
poignant musical ganja; heavy hitters like 
King Tubby, Desmond Dekker and the self- 
proclaimed Pipecock, Lee Perry; inviting 
you out of bed and into the wardrobe for 
a sarong, and down into the kitchen for 
a preposterously big sandwich. 
Shane Moritz 



Weekend 



La Variete (Cherry Red) 

Alison Statton's coolly detached, everyday 
observational voice was well-suited to 
the Young Marble Giants' pop minimalism. 
In her second group, Weekend, Statton's 
singing changed not a jot, nestling 
comfortably alongside the French pop and 
bossa nova her collaborator Spike worked 
into their gorgeous songs. This latest reissue 
of La Variete includes all of Weekend's 
singles and some demo recordings, and 
it's a goddamn blast to hear 'The View 
From Her Room' and the 1 2-inch version 
of 'Drum Beat For Baby' again; perfect 
pop, gloriously realised. They've long 
been the most overlooked of the post- 
post-punk groups, but Weekend's music, 
evenly balanced between poised chanson, 
Afrobeat and heartbreaking melancholia, 
offered the most elegant exit-point from 
post-punk's displeasures. 
Jon Dale 



echo's answers 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Illustration: Emily Twomey 




The delay pedal was invented by a girl 
called Echo who wouldn't stop talking. She 
chattered to distract Juno's attention from 
her husband Zeus's dalliances with Echo's 
nymph friends, allowing them time to flee 
back to the trees. When Juno found out, 
she cursed Echo by allowing her only the 
briefest use of her voice: to throw back only 
what was said to her, forever. Echo was 
sad at first, but then she got another god 
to turn her body into batteries and circuits 
and plastic knobs and dials, and then she 
was happy - until this guy Narcissus fucked 
her up, but that's just one story, and the 
one I'm going to tell you is about her and 
this other man called John Martyn, who 
caressed her until she sang in throbbing 
loops all around his guitar. 

Without Echo's influence, John Martyn 
might have been one member of the singer- 
songwriter canon whom I figured had 
enough fans already. Luckily, she's all over 
John Martyn In Session (BBC/Universal), 
a superlative collection of Bob Harris and 
John Peel sessions from 1 973 to 78 that 
serves as a better introduction to Martyn 
than any Best Of compilation. She is inside 
'Inside', a zone-out of electric guitar and 
echoplex that sobs, clicks and bubbles in 
mock-minimalist tumble and flicker. When 
Martyn calls out a wordless note, it's to 
her he's appealing: a cry of pure sorrowful 
want she found hard to resist. You hear 
him alone, too, a little sentimental, on 
beautiful versions of 'Spencer The Rover', 
the sonorous 'Fine Lines' - and the 
exquisitely resigned 'Beverly/Make 
No Mistake', which makes its entirely 
believable journey from an experimental, 
intricate intra to a swinging, keening jazz- 
folk regret song. They reunite for closer 
'Small Hours', two cried-out lovers just 
before dawn, feeling like the only people 
left alive in the world. 



In 1 990, Echo ran away to a club 
festooned with angel wings and propped 
up with rusty metal girders. There, she met 
the late, silver-tongued Associates diva 
Billy MacKenzie, future Orb collaborator 
Thomas Fehlmann and Basic Channel co- 
founder Moritz von Oswald. They trussed 
her up in sliver stretch fabric and spun 
her tightly under UV lights. MacKenzie 
had recently ditched The Associates 
name; was attempting to fuse the rhythms 
of house and nascent techno with the 
oceanic, syncopated torch-pop he'd 
pioneered in the Eighties. Echo contributed 
washes of colour and stabs of repetition 
to MacKenzie's destined-to-be-lost 
enterprise, which he called Outernational 



Echo slipped into the Brooklyn 
basement venues in 2002 where Animal 
Collective recorded their only live album, 
Hollinndagain (Paw Tracks). Later, upon 
its re-release, she would say that this 
early work is a fine example of what magic 
can happen when those unschooled in 
experimental or improvisational techniques 
attempt them anyway, resulting in a 
disarming, alarming free pop. The pop 
has overtaken the free since Hollinndagain, 
but Animal Collective's B-sides and live 
shows remind us of the chaos always 
lurking. In 'Forest Gospel', a toy keyboard 
and a duck-like voice carries a tiny tune 
over malfunctioning electronics and a cog- 
like whirring: nursery-rhyme concrete. 



She got another god to turn her 
body into batteries and circuits and 
plastic knobs and dials 



(EMI), until his voice resembled nothing 
so much as a handful of tiny crystals shaken 
up and scattered into the air. After 'Feels 
Like The Richtergroove' - chrome-smooth, 
trancey hedonism - her favourite track 
was 'Opal Krusch', with a blissed refain 
of "Precious stone. . . so precious " over 
insistent one-note bass and a rhythm fast 
and smooth as a rain-slicked motorway. 
The coda - "Her diamonds, she'll sell 
them and won 't even tell them "- is pure 
Associates. Set to a syncopated tune (3/4 
to the song's four-to-the-floor pulse), it's 
a brief but perfect marriage of minimal 
dance music's impersonal beauty with 
the tearful glamour of a showtune. The 
whole album shivers with stolen pleasure, 
flutters like closed eyelids and a quickened 
heartbeat. "How do you want it? Subsonic. 
How do you want it? Philharmonic, "he 
chanted. Echo nodded: yes. 



'There's An Arrow' uses ring- 
modulated notes at semitone intervals 
reminiscent of slowed-down techno, while 
ululating voices evoke ersatz whirling- 
dervish weirdness, showing that the band's 
melodic sensibility, while it's poked and 
prodded like a mud pie, is never submerged 
beneath the sonic meanderings. Animal 
Collective's use of quietness was even at 
this stage well developed - unusual for 
a band in its early stages and especially 
one that sprung from noise-based roots. 

It should be mentioned how Echo 
helped them out here, spinning out the 
sorcery and guiding them through their 
peregrinations and pauses with a steady, 
thrummy pulse. They barely looked at her 
but that was OK - she was old by then, 
and all that was left, pretty much, was her 
voice, strobing gently, carrying our desire 
for infinite returns where it will. 
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heathen earth 



Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Frances Castle 



It's time to keep your appointment with The Wicker Man's quintessential folk-rock soundtrack 



The Wicker Man, as you don't need me to tell you, 
has everything required for 21 st Century cult status: 
it's a 'lost', low-budget British classic, made in 1 973 
and unpopular in its day; a story that still genuinely 
chills, but that contains sufficient touches of the 
macabre and exotic to satisfy any connoisseur of 
Hammer films and Seventies breasts; and, crucially, 
evokes an oddly believable alternate universe where 
an island's seemingly upright citizens lead a double 
life of sun-worshipping, nature-loving, wench- 
shagging paganism - a kind of hyperreal, sexed-up 
and murderous version of the real-life ersatz folk 
revivalism that still goes on in British villages. 

On a sonic level, the Wicker Man aesthetic 
appeals to those who've grown up with rock and 
electronic music, and find themselves drawn to 
traditional music that speaks of something older, 
wiser and weirder. But instead of going right to 'the 
source' (the location of which is unclear anyway), 
many modern explorers of 'folk' music have chosen 
to mine the folk-rock revival of the late Sixties and 
early Seventies: itself a glorious synergy of folk, 
psychedelic rock, blues, jazz and ethnic musics, 
bound together by a web of colourful and disparate 
esoteric tropes. And it's here you find The Wicker 
Man 's soundtrack. 



geeks alike, but it serves as a distraction from the 
more interesting bit, which is why the soundtrack 
to an obscure B-movie caught the imagination of 
bands from Tunng to Goldfrapp; why its songs are 
so frequently covered; why, in fact, the soundtrack 
stands as pretty much the starting point for the 
'folktronica' movement of the Noughties, and has 
become almost adjectival in describing secretive 
pop-folk with experimental, intertextual touches. 

We're used nowadays to lo-fi, intimate 
recordings being valued, to ambient sound used 
as background texture - however, while Joe Boyd's 
Sixties productions for The Incredible String Band 
investigated this somewhat, the up-close recording 
and instinctual playing on The Wicker Man have 
a spontaneity that feels ahead of its time. 

"The spontaneity is pretty authentic," says Gary 
Carpenter of his band. " Four or five of us had been 
working together for three years, so it wasn't a run 
of the mill music session. It meant something to us." 

Listening back to the recordings, he says, 
"The thing that struck me was the sheer lustre. It 
spoke volumes for Paul's sensitivity as a producer. 
His typical vocal technique was to sing very 
quietly, but close to the mic, and to never have 
a forced sound." 



'Summerisle was a mythological 
island of the mind' 



Because it's not just Christopher Lee's sacrificial 
master of ceremonies shtick, nor is it Britt Ekland's 
bottom double, nor the desecrated church and the 
hare in the grave, nor even poor, doomed Edward 
Woodward calling out for Jesus as he burns to 
death, that make The Wicker Man unique. It's 
the late Paul Giovanni's creepy, catchy, utterly 
original music: think about any moment in the 
film, and you're guaranteed to recall the tune that 
accompanies it. The Wicker Man is best viewed 
as a musical, and like all good musicals it's the songs 
therein that give the film its unique place in pop 
culture. The fact that the OST was unreleased for 
so long only added to its mystique. 

When Trunk first released a recording of the 
soundtrack in 1 999, the accompanying literature 
played upon the 'mysterious' aspect of the film 
and its music, claiming that little was known about 
'Magnet', the band credited with playing the music; 
that certain master tapes were untraceable. But 
there was no such mystery: Gary Carpenter, the 
film's associate musical director and member of 
the mysterious Magnet (in fact a London folk-rock 
band called Hocket), had always had a master copy 
of the tapes of eight songs from the film; these were 
remastered and released in 2002 by Silva Screen, 
with added incidental music, and it's this edition 
that now comes with the latest DVDreissue. It's a nice 
story, appealing to conspiracy theorists and sound 
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The resulting "beautiful, breathy quality" that 
Carpenter describes is at its best on the song 'Gently 
Johnny': not just in the hushed, yearning vocals of 
Paul Giovanni but in the way the instruments creep 
and swell and whisper like secret caresses. Although 
the (off-camera) sexual initiation that accompanies 
the song is almost a public act, a ritual precipitated 
by Christopher Lee's Lord Summerisle, 'Gently 
Johnny' banishes any notion of wink-wink nudge- 
nudge sauciness from the scene and captures in 
sound something of the fear and solemnity- and 
melancholy- of becoming an adult. 

Carpenter writes eloquently of the latter song, 
and of the music's role in general, in The Quest For 
The Wicker Man: Historical, Folklore And Pagan 
Practices (ed Benjamin Franks, Luath Press, 2006), 
pointing out the "diegetic function (ie: the film's 
characters can hear them)" of all the songs, except 
the opening 'Corn Rigs'. "Particularly noteworthy is 
the sequence in which Howie pursues the Hobby 
Horse," writes Carpenter. "This scene is supported 
by a very tightly timed music cue which gives way 
to the on-screen violinist playing for the Courtyard 
gathering. . .In fact, the player on screen [Ian Cutler] 
is the player on the soundtrack but the solo 
'diegetic' violin was. . . recorded on location. This 
is probably the most visible manifestation of the 
structural decision whereby the session musicians 
were also the 'on-screen' village musicians. " 



I asked Gary what was it like being on the set. 

"If we had previous engagements they just used 
to fly us back to wherever we had to go, "he replies 
-you can spot him right at the film's end, playing 
lyre on the edge of a cliff. "The year before we'd 
been doing gigs for £2 a night in a scout hall in 
Epping, then all of a sudden we're being picked 
up in Mercedes limousines and being taken to 
the middle of nowhere from Glasgow Central." 

Did you know what the film would be like? 

"Yes, but I didn't have a total insight into how 
bizarre it was going to be. I'd been reading Colin 
Wilson, and saw all the references flying past: the 
corn dollies, the eye on the front of the boat; you 
became aware there was a certain pagan consistency 
to the film, which I thought was marvellous. " 

He attests to the countercultural climate of the 
times - "That whole sort of alternative, Incredible 
String Band type of thinking, Piper At The Gates 
Of Dawn, leylines, standing stones, all that shit. . . " 

- but continues: "The film is set on a mythical island, 
anyway. None of it was filmed on an island: it was 
filmed around Stranraer and Dumfries. It was a 
mythological island of the mind. The way that the 
mythology was attached to it was the same - it was 
a complete grab-bag. Of course, there are a few 
unifying features of all these kinds of occult and 
esoteric thinking, and the film simply grabbed them 
and put them all into a mash. And the music does 
exactly the same." 

Yet this magpie-like approach to folklore and 
thence to folk music - which took into account 
classical and early music as much as it did traditional 

- had the effect of creating a convincingly syncretic 
world with its own folklore. Paul Giovanni's songs 
have taken on a kind of iconic quality that can best 
be seen in the myriad cover versions of 'Willow's 
Song': itself a signifier for both pagan sexual 
abandon, and the kind of smoke-and-mirrors of 
modern pop music (it was sung by Rachel Verney 
in the film, Lesley Mackay on the soundtrack, and 
mimed to by both Britt Ekland and Lorraine Peters, 
one from the front and one from behind). I can't 
think of any other piece of music that links Current 
93's Rose McDowall with forgotten trip-hoppers 
Sneaker Pimps, anyhow. 

With that in mind, it's not surprising people cite 
the soundtrack as 'folk', despite the use of very little 
real traditional music... 

"The fact that people think it's a folk soundtrack 
means it does its job, " says Carpenter. " Because 
in actual fact it's all about folk music, but there's 
virtually no folk music in it. 

"We didn't attempt any type of authenticity, 
but funnily enough it has become more [authentic]. 
Because the soundtrack wasn't available in any 
form for 20 years, I don't think it 'influenced' 
anybody, but people must have subsequently 
come to the same conclusions: that this was the 
way you recorded acoustic, folk-type music." 

The Wicker Man -Special Edition is out now on 
a three-disc DVD set from Optimum Releasing 
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Intentionally or otherwise, Keith Fulton and Louis 
Pepe are rather drawn to abortions. The directing 
duo's last film Lost In La Mancha was a painful 
witness to Terry Gilliam's Icarus-fated Don Quixote 
project. For Brothers Of The Head, the flies on the 
wall have created the wall, the whole building and 
everything inside. 

It's the fictional tragedy of Seventies teenage 
conjoined twins Barry and Tom Howe, and their 
doomed attempt at rock band stardom. The story is 
told by the supporting characters, now 'interviewed' 
in 2006. There are actors playing real people 
(Brian Aldiss), real people playing fictional versions 
of themselves (Ken Russell), and some stunning 
'then and now' casting. You'll be straining to 
work out which age-variation roles are the same 
actors in make-up jobs, and which are different 
actors entirely. 

There's also footage from two unfinished 
attempts to tell the same story: a Pennebaker-like 
intrusive documentary from the time, plus a typically 
florid dramatisation of the same story by Ken Russell 
(or rather, Fulton and Pepe emulating Russell). 

The improvised-upon script, by Gilliam 
collaborator Tony Grisoni, is adapted from 
a 1 977 Brian Aldiss novel, though it remains 
frustratingly out-of-print. 

More thwarted potential. 

Fulton and Pepe have had their own share of 
aborted projects. Somewhere on a shelf lies From 
Oz To 42nd Street, their 1 999 biography of Clive 
Barker; a past work that even their publicist is 
unaware of. 

"How do you know about that?" Fulton gasps, 
impressed at my research. "No one ever brings 
that up. " (Nothing but the best for you, my dear 
Plan B readers!) 

"Its official status is Unfinished," shrugs Pepe. 
"We shot it. We just could never get the financing 
to finish it." 

Thankfully Brothers Of The Head is finished, 
born, and out there. And it's one of the most 
stimulating and original films this year, rich in 
spins on narration and exploitation, and plush 
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with symbolic imagery and mid-Seventies Britain 
period detail. The Howe twins' inseparability puts 
them at the mercy of the world, yet keeps others 
at a distance; a quality evinced by actors Luke and 
Harry Treadaway, who themselves are identical 
twins. Their performance cuts through all the 
third-party layers of unreliable narration with a 
quiet intensity. 

" Harry and Luke have this attitude of their own, " 
says Pepe. "It's like, 'We have a little club that you're 
not part of. Whenever we choose to, we can retreat 
into this club.'" 

As an analogy for the freak show tragedy 
of prematurely curtailed rock bands, it's perfect. 
Thwarted ambition, doomed beauty, the expiration 
date of fame, it's all there. Take this year's Big 
Brother winner, a Tourette's sufferer. The Freak 



As an analogy for the 
freak show tragedy of 
prematurely curtailed 
rock bands, it's perfect 




wins the competition, but the game is always 
Faustian Pact Idol. 

The film also touches on The Freak as tabula 
rasa, an untouchable surface of Difference, 
upon which others project their individual desires, 
dreams and ambitions, like Peter Sellers' character 
in Being There. 

"Each actor ensured they had a different feeling 
towards the twins. For Sean Harris' character, the 
band's manager, the twins represent all his hopes 
for his own career and life." 

In fact, Fulton and Pepe's next project is a 
biography of Being There's creator, Jerzy Kosinski. 

"With all the meta-fiction elements of this 
film, we've held up too many mirrors to what we 
do, " says Fulton. "We're going to stop the mirror 
game for a while." 

"The biggest challenge is the marketing," 
says Pepe. " People read about this film and get an 
idea about what they think it is. And it isn't. They 
think it's going to be a mockumentary, or David 
Cronenberg. It's none of these things. It's about 
the birth of Punk, made with a Punk attitude. It's 
not so much an adaptation as a cover version. " 

One element of Aldiss's book that makes the 
transition intact is its deliberately wrong-footing 
narrative style, culled entirely from statements 
of supporting characters. It's a classic distancing 
device from the gothic horror genre (Dracula, 
DrJekyllAnd Mr Hyde), shared with Citizen Kane, 
the ultimate influence. 

"In fact, we paid homage to a famous frame 
from Citizen Kane as part of the film's 'Ken Russell' 
footage. It's the early scene in the shack, where 
the lawyer gets the parent to sign the life-changing 
contract, the window in the middle. In true twin 
fashion, we flipped the frame, so it's effectively 
a mirror-image homage. We're hoping that years in 
the future there'll be a book with the still from our 
film next to the one from Kane. Though, knowing 
our luck, they'll probably attribute it to Ken Russell. " 

Brothers Of The Head s showing in theatres 
nationwide from 6 October, including Raindance 
Film Festival (see opposite) 
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in brief: films 

Words: Dickon Edwards 



not a photograph 

Words: Stewart Gardiner 



The ones to watch at London's annual Raindance film festival 



Gruesome 

Dir Jeff Crook, Josh Crook, USA, 79 mins 

Opening with the brutal murder of a teenage girl in her own 
home, Gruesome at first glance appears to be your typical, 
garden-variety slasher movie. But when the same girl 
awakens to live through it all again, with the knowledge of 
her own death intact, it's clear something more is at stake. A 
college teacher almost gives the game away with his readings 
from Dante, but it takes repeatedly having her face ripped off 
for our heroine to realise she's locked within the circles of 
Hell. As a super-low budget horror movie, it successfully 
recasts A Nightmare On Elm Street as Groundhog Day. 

The Great Happiness Space: 
Tale Of An Osaka Love Thief 

Dir Jake Clennell, UK, 75 mins 

Welcome to the strangely upsetting world of Japanese Host 
Bars. The hip young men who make their living providing 
ersatz connections make prostitution look like an honest to 
goodness profession. At first it is all a little odd and amusing, 
the women who go there silly and deluded. But as we 
learn more about the customers, the men themselves appear 
increasingly unsympathetic. Director Jake Clennell has wisely 
opted to avoid editorialising in his debut documentary, and 
as a result this is a fascinating study into unknown territory. 

Welcome Home (Bienvenido a Casa) 

Dir David Trueba, Spain, 1 18 mins 

Welcome Home is all about responsibility. Samuel leaves his 
mother for Madrid, a job as a magazine photographer and 
a life with Eva, his girlfriend of seven years. And everything is 
all well in the adult world until Eva reveals she is pregnant. 
There's an enticing playfulness about this movie that pulls 
you in, and there's a wealth of joy to be found in the colourful 
supporting cast. That it delivers some degrees of truth 
may come as a pleasant surprise, and in David Trueba's 
deceptively light touch - for which he won the Best Director 
award at the Malaga Film Festival -there's still fun to be had. 

Disorder 

Dir Jack Thomas Smith, USA, 1 03 mins 

Psychological thrillers are mostly formulaic affairs, but there's 
a world of difference between those slick star vehicles and 
your grubby little B-movies. Thankfully Disorderf alls firmly in 



the latter camp, defiantly putting the stalk in stalk and slash. 
When your hero is a schizophrenic ex-murderer who believes 
he's being set up by a masked maniac, then you can be safe 
in the knowledge that no one involved is trying to win an 
Academy Award. Instead, the reference points are Dario 
Argento's giallo movies, DePalma's5/5fe/-5and any number 
of backwoods gore fests. That it comes off like Scream 
without the postmodern humour is an added bonus. 

Too Tough To Die: 

A Tribute To Johnny Ramone 

Dir Mandy Stein, USA, 80 mins 

Each of the performers at the 30th anniversary Ramones 
Tribute on 1 2 September 2004 were close friends of Johnny 
Ramone and it's clear that emotions were running high on 
the night. Johnny had been key in organising the show, but 
was too ill to attend. He sadly passed away a few days later, 
and a number of the interviewees here are convinced he 
was simply hanging on for this, his final gig. Never mawkish, 
Too Tough To Die just goes to show what an impact Johnny 
Ramone made on people's lives, not only through his music 
but in his friendships. 

Not A Photograph: Mission Of Burma 

Dir Jeffrey Iwanicki, David A. Kleiler, Jr, USA, 70 mins 

Mission Of Burma certainly had a following in the late 
Seventies/early Eighties, but they weren't exactly a household 
name. And nor should they have been, because Burma 
were never about to water down their sound or discard their 
avant-garde roots. What with Roger's tinnitus and a distinct 
lack of commerciality, they took the all-too-rare decision 
to bow out at their creative peak. So you would think 
that watching them reform after 20 or so years would 
be an embarrassment, but not so. This is a portrait of 
artistic integrity without the self-delusion, which is 
refreshing indeed. 

Now in its 14th year, Raindance offers a selection of 
independent cinema from across the globe, with the 
emphasis on emerging talent. This year's jury includes 
Lou Reed, Dame Judi Dench and 'Requiem For A Dream 
cinematographer Matthew Libatique. 

The festival runs from 27 September to 8 October at 
the Shaftesbury Avenue and Haymarket Cineworld cinemas. 



The Queen 

"You're confusing humility with humiliation." 
From the team responsible for New Labour 
drama The Deal comes this witty and riveting 
dramatisation of the Sovereign's life in the week 
immediately following Diana's death. It's easy 
to recall the Nation's hysterical outpourings 
of grief, less so that it was on the brink of 
actually hating the monarch for the first time 
in her seemingly indestructible reign. Helen 
Mirren dazzles as the lady from the banknotes, 
while as Blair, Michael Sheen is careful to act 
rather than impersonate. A delicate air of non- 
judgement is kept just this side of blandness, 
while managing to not let anyone entirely off 
the hook. Discussion-provoking and detailed, 
The Queen is essential viewing for anyone 
who's ever heard of England. 




Trust The Man 

Fluffy NYC-based romcom drama about the 
ups and downs of two attractive and entirely 
comfortable couples: Julianne Moore and David 
Duchovny, Billy Crudup and Maggie Gyllenhaal. 
More glossy TV episode than a movie, more Sex 
And The City than Annie Hall, it's undemanding 
and a bit formulaic, with an ending that makes 
Richard Curtis look like Fassbinder. There are 
some shameful stereotypes in minor roles 
(foreigners with comically pidgin English, 
camp theatre directors), but the underrated 
Bob Balaban shines as a therapist, and there 
are a decent quota of genuine laughs to keep 
watching. Though some of them are the same 
joke repeated: accidentally spitting fluids out in 
someone's face actually happens three times. 
Trust me, I counted. 




Starter For Ten 

Light coming-of-age Britcom, set in 1 985 
Student Land, so we're bludgeoned with a Cure 
song at the start of every scene. An impossibly 
boyish James McAvoy escapes from his dreary 
seaside town to Bristol Uni, where he joins the 
University Challenge team. Which girl do you 
think he'll end up with: the posh, rich, Patsy 
Kensit-like blonde continues overleaf ► 
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►teammate he idolises from afar, or the cool, 
funny, dark-haired Jewish girl he gets on 
well with from the off? Quite. It's entirely 
predictable, but charming with it. Catherine 
Tate is excellent as McAvoy's mother, clearly 
making her the Julie Walters of her generation, 
while Mark Gatiss turns in a fabulous Bamber 
Gascoigne cameo. 




The History Boys 

Alan Bennett adapts his stimulating, funny and 
moving stage hit about everything that matters. 
The difference between education for life and 
education for exams, between life as 'getting 
away with it' and life as actually living, between 
the practical application of journalistic spin in 
learning, contrasted with the love of literature 
for its own sake, between virginal teachers and 
sexually confident children, between tolerated 
groping and actual paedophilia. Ostensibly set 
in Eighties Britain (cue yet more Cure on the 
soundtrack), it's really based in Alan Bennett 
Land, an out-of-time world where boys listen 
to Vera Lynn and quote Now Voyager at each 
other with homoerotic relish. In the central 
role of Hector, Richard Griffiths gives the Uncle 
Montys of this world a sensitive hearing at 
last. Inspirational. 




Scenes Of A Sexual Nature 

The joke is there are no actual sex scenes, ho 
ho. Though Tom Hardy's bizarrely-accented 
character drops his jeans in the hope of one, 
and a preposterously cliched French girl slightly 
fondles herself wistfully- while reading Camus' 
L'Etranger, for heaven's sake. This low-budget 
British ensemble drama is filmed entirely 
on Hampstead Heath during one summer 
afternoon, and is effectively a compilation of 
short sketches about relationships. Nice idea 
and great cast (Eileen Atkins, Ewan McGregor, 
Gina McKee, Catherine Tate, Adrian Lester), 
but the script's too often stilted and inert. It feels 
like a filmed Fringe play, and not a particularly 
engrossing one at that. Still, worth seeing for 
Catherine Tate in unusually understated mode, 
and Ewan McG playing convincingly gay, one 
of those suspiciously youthful gentlemen often 
seen sunbathing by the Men's Pond. 




guy talk 

Words: Stewart Gardiner 



The cult of Clerks director Kevin Smith 



What I considered to be an act of harmless - and 
completely characteristic - show-and-tell, was 
met with no small amount of bile. My mistake 
had been to brandish tickets for a Kevin Smith Q&A 
at this year's Edinburgh International Film Festival. 
The reaction unexpected, but tapped into 
something I've been familiar with for some time. 
What had so upset my friend was his total 
consternation as to why there should exist a cult 
of Kevin Smith, let alone the movies themselves. 
It got me thinking that, while being a fan of 
Smith's work has never seemed to me a guilty 
pleasure, a number of people would think it the very 
least defence I should offer for enjoying something 
so vulgar, childish and, hell, un-cinematic. In a Kevin 
Smith film the camera is often pretty static. Set-ups 
are clean and simple. The colours are bright, but flat. 



'Hey! Faggot! They're 
not gay! They're 
Hobbits!' 



People will sit in a two-shot, talking. And talk they 
will, a lot. 

Clerks II had its UK premiere at the festival, and 
to set the record straight for all the haters out there: 
the movie is a riot. Sure, it's not going to be battling 
Michael Haneke's Hidden, Park Chan-wook's Lady 
Vengeance and Pedro Almodovar's Volver for my 
movie of the year, but it's very fucking funny indeed. 
Neither does it sully the memory of his debut, 
Clerks. We catch up with Randal and Dante 1 2 
years down the line, digging into their thirties with 
little or nothing to show for it. Like Smith's most 
accomplished picture Chasing Amy, Clerks Ills a 
romcom at heart. But it's one where we touch on 
the most resonant of subjects: Star Wars vs Lord Of 
The Rings (" Hey \ Faggot! They're not gay! They're 
Hobbits!" yells one distressed customer shortly 



before throwing up), whether or not going ass- 
to-mouth is wise and the usual barely repressed 
homosexuality cruising as male camaraderie. 

Sauntering up to the front of the auditorium, 
Smith wears the trademark long coat of Silent 
Bob, his Viewaskewniverse alter ego. As filthily 
funny in person as you'd expect (David Lean didn't 
typically talk about eating out his wife's ass in 
interview), he could be one of your geek buddies 
if it wasn't for the sense of confidence and 
showmanship he exudes. Referring to a comment 
he made the previous night at the premiere, he 
points to the buddy-buddy nature of his work, with 
the beautifully touching admission that he's "just 
one cock in the mouth shy of being gay" himself. 
If that won't endear you to a man, then I don't know 
what will do the trick. 

Smith has been consistently self-deprecating 
about his abilities as a director, highlighting 
both a lack of technical prowess and an inferred 
unwillingness to adopt means not necessarily 
beyond him, but not part of the genetic make-up 
of a Kevin Smith movie (although his next project is 
to be a straight-up horror flick). He makes films with 
guys sitting around talking and "showy camerawork 
would pull you out of it" . In other words, he's 
servicing the story in the most concise way possible. 

This always set him apart, even as he was being 
positioned alongside the likes of Quentin Tarantino 
and Richard Linklater. Smith views those guys as 
born filmmakers, with himself as a 'carpetbagger'. 
But that's perhaps a little disingenuous. 

In Hollywood terms he's a rip-roaring success 
because - hello ! - his movies make money. They're 
inexpensive to produce, have a built-in audience 
and sales soar on DVD. No wonder the Weinstein 
brothers keep working with this filmmaker who isn't 
really a filmmaker. However moronic, adolescent 
and unsophisticated his work may seem, it 
nevertheless defines an aesthetic of dialogue driven 
romantic comedy that is relatively non-existent 
today. And for that alone, I'll give him my time. 

Photography © Chris Gloag, Edinburgh 
International Film Festival, 2006 
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air guitar can save the world 

Words: Nicola Meighan 



Edinburgh's 60th international film festival is bubbling over with fine sounds 



Three Mexican fishermen were recently rescued 
after nine months at sea in a 20-foot boat. Bereft of 
food, sanitation, suntan cream and fresh water, the 
instant folk heroes eschewed cannibalism 
allegations, and accredited their marvellous 
endurance to three things: the bible, love ballads 
and air guitar. The stars and creators of Air Guitar 
Nation would wholly applaud our seafaring 
gallants' intangible axe evangelism. Chronicling 
America's inaugural attempt to clinch the invisible 
riffage world title, it commemorates the zenith in 
sonic democracy, and it expresses a firmly held 
message: air guitar can save the world. 

A spandex-ravished romp across wacky 
designates (Air Raid, Krye Tuff, Bjorn Turoque); 
deadpan platitudes ("It's all about world peace. 
And sex and drugs," oozes playboy misfit Nikki Tits); 
and profound visual anecdotes (the Christian Metal 
goof in the wheelchair is priceless); Air Guitar Nation 
is formulaic, but shit, it's fun. " It's the last pure 
art form. You can't commercialise it because it's 
invisible," philosophises one aficionado, as David 
'C-Diddy' Jung straps on a 'Hello Kitty' breastplate 
and self-aggrandises his impalpable classical 
technique. "Suzuki Method," he nods. 

You can't reproach its Utopian intent: "Peace 
was always the motive for air guitar," grizzles 
a hirsute Finnish initiator. "If everyone in the world 
has an air guitar, they can't hold a rifle. " 

A flighty pronouncement this may seem, but 
it's a conviction that loudly resounds through The 
Refugee All-Stars: a crucial, rudimentary account 
of displaced people from war-ravaged Sierra Leone, 
who set out to cushion communities, and enliven 
spirits, and gladden hearts, by forming a band. "We 
are here to dis-occupy our brothers and sisters from 
the worries they have, " charges cordial f rontman 
Reuben as they tour the makeshift refugee camps 
of Guinea. "That is why we suggest music." 

Against a devastated backdrop of lost limbs, 
gunfire, torture and civil war, the upbeat advocates 
gladly advance the rallying, unifying properties 
of song. "This heals my trauma," says one. 
"Sometimes I just wish I could rap like Busta 



Rhymes," grins the teenage 'Black Nature' from 
under a Nike cap. Babies dance, colours fly: smiles 
rise as music plays. "These are my pen," asserts their 
percussionist, drumsticks aloft. " My key to heaven. 
You can't compare to a gun. You cannot hold 
a gun. You cannot kill with these in your hands." 

No drums, sadly, in Life And Lyrics - a fire-crack 
urban rub-a-dub that's jammed with MC battles, 



'It's the last pure art 
form. You can't 
commercialise it 
because it's invisible' 



class warfare, Shakespearian romance, Jamaican 
gangsters - and a disarmingly charming turn from 
So Solid Crew's Ashley Walters (Asher D). The hip 
hop face-offs betwixt Walters' schoolboy posse and 
a big-time rival gang are comical ("You're only a 
girl/You're violatin'yourAsbo ,/ ), but music in this 
instance, alas, does not equal occupied hands. Yup, 
there are guns involved. . . 

It's not rifles but razors that steal the show in lo-fi 
micro-doc Bump, Tick, Scratch: it takes the term 
'record breaking' to its inferential conclusion, as 
! ! ! 's John Pugh procreates a whole 'new music' by 
meticulously slicing and pasting untried textures 
onto vinyl. "The record is a corpse," he proclaims. 

Themes of aural demise further abound in 
Eurovision Transcarpathia - a stirring exegesis 
on national identity, persecution and displacement 
that's counterpointed by farcical Eurovision footage, 
gypsy hoedowns and a startling protagonist who 
repeatedly mourns that, " Roma music has all but 
died". The film's real superstar is a glorious, gnarled, 
ancient lady, swathed in three million different 
tartans and plaids. When questioned as to whether 
she is European, she rabidly barks back thus: "What 
does that mean? What is the meaning of that 
word?" And then she bursts into song. 




dvd round-up 

Words: Everett True 



The Death Of Mr Lazarescu 

Dir Cristi Puiu, 2005, Tartan Video, 1 50 mins 

Life. Nothing happens. You live alone in squalor and 
filth. You die in anaemic, indifferent surroundings. Mr 
Lazarescu is lonely. Mr Lazarescu is grumpy, grizzly, 
grouchy - all the dwarves. Mr Lazerescu drinks too 
much. One day, he feels worse than usual, calls an 
ambulance. And so begins the longest - and final - 
night of his life, a Kafka-esque journey through darkened 
streets and numerous hospitals, through increasingly 
surreal mounds of paperwork and harassed doctors, 
accompanied by a stoical female ambulance worker. 
This supremely moving, darkly humorous, everyday 
Romanian farce may recall our own Mike Leigh's more 
depressed work but its bleakness and casual indifference 
is very much its own. Truly wonderful. 

Pretty Persuasion 

Dir Marcus Siega, 2005, Metrodome, 1 10 mins 

Evan Rachel Woods (Thirteen) is stunning as wise- 
cracking, scheming Beverly Hills brat Kimberly Joyce, 
a smart and beautiful teen who takes the lessons of 
reality TV to logical extremes. With a racist, cynical dad, 
a lecherous English teacher and a best friend who stole 
her boy, the odds seem stacked against her - Jesus, 
no! Kimberly's more than her adversaries' equal. As 
vindictive as Heathers, as vicious as early Married With 
Children, Pretty Persuasion makes the cast of Mean Girls 
look like. . .well, ordinary students. "Brittany and I are 
the best of friends; we confide in each other. Like the 
other day, Brittany confided that she feels dirty when 
she masturbates, but I told her that it was normal and 
healthy, even when you do it as much as she does." 
This movie is an unadulterated delight. 

Destiny Always Calls Twice 

Dir The Monochrome Set, 1991, Cherry Red, 
72 mins 

Artrocker readers take note; this quirky English post- 
punk band nearly invented the genre of art-rock single- 
handed. Franz Ferdinand, for one, are a band in debt to 
Bid and Lester Square's mishmash of exotic influences: 
St Trinian's, Ennio Morricone (long before it was 
fashionable), Jose Feliciano and Swell Maps. Three 
classic singles were released on Rough Trade in 1 979, 
particularly the breathless 'He's Frank', el records, for 
two, looked to The Monochrome Set. Destiny Always 
CallsTwice, originally released on VHS in 1991 and 
augmented by the obligatory bonus live footage from 
Japan, is a rare pleasure: promos, live material, fantasy 
art pop, weird-ass protest and much more. 

The Magician 

Dir Scott Ryan, 2005, Trinity, 83 mins 

Ray Shoesmith (Scott Ryan) is badass. A hitman, he 
wanders the streets of Melbourne, dispensing his art 
with appreciable glee, all the while being filmed by an 
accomplice on a home video recorder. He fancies himself 
something rotten does our Ray, smiling easy, making 
with the small-talk, taking it easy. Man, he's irritating. 
Clearly, the viewer is intended to end up sympathising 
with the killer -but jeez, continues overleaf ► 



plan b 1 83 



media 



film&dvd 



► killers who do Smalltalk is so Nineties, don'tcha think? 
And on no level does this tawdry, pointless film reach 
the levels of Tarantino's brilliant gossiping gangsters in 
Reservoir Dogs. Macho is as macho does. 

Do You Remember Dolly Bell? 

Dir Emir Kusturica, 1981, Artificial Eye, 105 mins 

Dolly Bell \s a bittersweet coming of age movie set in 
Sixties Sarajevo beset by political turbulence and the 
creeping Westernisation of Eastern Europe, coloured by 
drunken fits of rage and a wooden hen house. Sixteen- 
year-old Dino, seduced by the cheap glamour of 
American gangster movies shown at his community 
centre, falls in with a bad lot - and through them, local 
prostitute, Dolly Bell. By turns naive, funny, painful 
and sad, this is a charming and oddball exercise in 
observation. (This is director Kusturica's debut feature: 
Artificial Eye are also releasing his equally engaging 
follow-up, When Father Was Away On Business- Fifties 
Yugoslavia as seen through the eyes of a six-year-old.) 




Frozen Land 

Dir Aku Louhimies, 2004, ICA Films, 1 27 mins 

Jesus. You thinkyou've got it bad. Welcome to Finland. 
Over the course of two hours, this unremittingly 
bleak and sometimes humorous film lurches from 
one disastrous encounter to another: depressed 
policewomen, adventurous computer hackers, 
recovering alcoholics, redundant schoolteachers, forged 
banknotes, death, loneliness, desperation and some of 
the most grisly sex scenes I never want to see again. Two 
hours! There's no let up, no release: the only message 
seems to be life is shit, it snows a lot and then you 
die. . .and yet this semi-improvised, sprawling film set 
in snowbound Helsinki is undoubtedly compelling - its 
intensity, the impressively powerful performances from 
individual actors. And you'll never view a vacuum cleaner 
the same way again... 

The Great Ecstasy Of Robert Carmichael 

Dir Thomas Clay, 2005, Tartan Films, 98 mins 

Jesus. You think you've got it bad. Welcome to 
Newhaven, England. A decade ago, I recall turning 
round to my Maori companion seated next to me in an 
Auckland NZ cinema, just before Once Were Warriors 
started rolling, and saying, " I hope this film isn't violent - 
I hate violent films." I never thought I'd mirror that state 
of shock. . .until now. Thing is, Brighton director Thomas 
Clay's stunning feature debut is almost elegiac in its 
beauty, the way the camerawork draws inspiration from 
the most depressing, the dankest of South Coast chav 
England - sure, the characters (mostly schoolkids) curse 
plenty, play truant and take drugs, but isn't that what 
kids do in towns like Newhaven? The first half of the film 
is a series of seemingly random, pointless, trivial events 
- emphasising the very ordinariness of the characters 
and their setting, drawing us in. Life is shit, so you get 
fucked up and play the cello every so often. Fair enough. 
And then... and then... Jesus. 

To call this film bleak is a gross understatement. This 
film is fucking disturbing. 
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road to nowhere 

Words: Fiona Fletcher 



UFOs, modern art and spacerock - neo-prog band The Secret Machines 

have made themselves a movie 



Play Twice Before Listening - staple instruction on 
drone-rock records. Perhaps Marfa Mystery Lights: 
A Concert For The UFOs should bear a label of 'Play 
Twice Before Watching'. 

It's not the film I expected The Secret Machines 
to make. An unapologetic neo-prog band should 
surely be filming in Bruckheimer Technicolor atop 
extinct volcanoes, the Northern Lights exploding 
in the background. Not in a tiny Texan town, with 
an obscure French art-house filmmaker. 

Actually, Marfa is internationally famous for 
two reasons. I know it as a tin-hatter's paradise of 
unearthly lights and unexplained phenomena. The 
Tate Modern, who are presenting this film, know it 
as the hometown of the Chinati Foundation, Donald 
Judd's Minimalist art empire. UFOs, modern art and 
spacerock - you can hear the excitement in TSM's 



time talking about it" . Sessions come through 
muffled, muted, as if we're eavesdropping on 
a private conversation. Brandon, the intellectual 
brother, over-analyses, badgers his bandmates 
about their motivations, asking "What are you 
trying to express?" until Josh, defiant, retorts, "I'm 
expressing myself". Benjamin, the instinctual 
brother, barricades himself in a nest of guitar pedals 
and psychedelic textures, only really coming to life 
during the last blazing 10 minutes of the film, when 
they emerge to play a sunset performance for the 
UFOs, monumental soundscapes bouncing off 
monumental landscapes. 

As the film ends, they wander off, seeming still 
unsatisfied, searching for something they've not 
attained. I'm confused, almost disappointed. My 
impression is that I've missed something important. 



Sun-baked tin-hatters expound on 'intelligent 
beings' and magnetic mountains 



voices as they babble their concept, their 'thesis 
statement' into Charles De Meaux's ansaphone. 

But of UFOs, modern art and spacerock, only one 
ultimately appears. As equipment breaks down, 
computers malfunction and the band, road-weary 
and shell-shocked, question what they hell they're 
doing, the film meanders, seemingly directionless. 
De Meaux is clearly entranced with the myth 
of Texas, his camera lingering on postcard shots, 
highways to nowhere, his semi-philosophic subtitles 
distracting from the minimal action. 

Nothing happens. They barely leave the bar 
where they've holed up to write and rehearse. 
Local characters filter through - artists, cowboys, 
emissaries from the Chinati Foundation. Sun-baked 
tin-hatters expound on "intelligent beings" and 
magnetic mountains. Local kids bitch about 
gentrif ication as the art whores and cappuccino 
joints force them from their homes. 

The Curtis brothers, in their own words, "Spend 
a lot of time making music together, but not a lot of 



Images from the film stay with me, snippets of 
conversations. So I see it again. No longer expecting 
something to happen, I let it wash over me. I realise 
the pieces they're shown writing soundtrack and 
inspire the 'postcard shots'. Film and music weave 
together. The phrase 'negative space' pops into my 
head again and again. In drone-rock, from Neu! 
to Spacemen 3, the un-played is as important as 
what is played. TSM, themselves, are masters of 
this sound sculpting. I never understood why 
they called themselves 'Minimalist Art Rock' 
because the music is so epic, slabs of proggy 
bombast exploding with kraut-inspired intensity. 
But that's parsed wrong, it's not 'Minimalist (Art 
Rock)', it's '(Minimalist Art) Rock'. 

We witnessed spacerock, epic exploration 
- exploration itself is more about searching than 
finding. Whatever they're searching for, I almost 
hope they never find it, because the documents 
of their journey may be more interesting than the 
destination.www.thesecretmachines.com 
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Dir Andrew Piddington, 2006, 
Picture Players, 1 1 2 mins 

Imagine no possessions? I wonder if you 
can. When these words are spoken by 
the millionaire rock god, entombed in his 
downtown castle, perhaps it is only a matter 
of time before a wet-lipped Catcher In 
The flyefreak decides it is time to seek 
immortality and kill the phoney. Piddington's 
feature, shot over three years for £700,000, 
follows Mark Chapman, queasily realised by 
Jonas Ball as a bundle of uneasy twitching 
aggression, on his quest for notoriety in 
a New York City straight from the reels of 
Taxi Driver. Chapman's own words form 
a voiceover, depositing us inside an obsessive 
mind and illuminating the sights en routeto 
his moment of destiny outside the Dakota 
building. The murder is re-enacted in blood- 
soaked detail, a lengthy aftermath sees 
Chapman unrepentant and ecstatic at 
possible increased sales for JD Salinger. This 
disturbing film about the prototype celebrity 
stalker allows us to peel back the layers of 
Chapman's psychosis for ourselves. 
Euan Andrews 




Dir The Pang Brother, 2006, Tartan 
Video, 84 mins 

Ludicrously frightening yet chucklesome in 
equal measure, The Pang Brothers' latest 
offering explores the spirit world via a group 
of four groovy young friends who, holidaying 
in Thailand, find themselves subject to a fatal 
curse. Returning (as two of them do) to their 
native Hong Kong proves to be no escape 
from the more chilling end of the ghostly 
realm into which they have been edged. 
Harrowingly well shot, subtly claustrophobic 
with regular sudden moments of pure terror, 
those restless souls are closing in on me as 
I silently slide a little further under the duvet. 
Chris Anderson 
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LoudQUIETIoud: A Film About 
The Pixies 


Dir Steven Cantor and Matthew 
Galkin, 2006, Plexi Film, 85 mins 



and sometimes have group visits to local 
churches. Charles wonders aloud why 
they're not recording any new material. Joey 
misses his kids and wrestles with overdue 
soundtrack work. Kim and sister Kelley work 
on their knitting and generally behave like 
they're getting ready for a life of eccentric 
spinsterhood together. Meanwhile, drummer 
David attempts to up his rock'n'roll quotient 
by becoming quietly addled on alcohol and 
Valium, a sad situation provoked by the death 
of his father. Apart, hey, they're just regular 
folk in the office. Together they're the Pixies. 
To screeching hysteria they grind out the likes 
of 'U-Mass', 'Gouge Away', 'Bone Machine' 
and invoke the sound of cartoon Tasmanian 
devils chewing rubber bones and molten 
electricity. This is what happens when real 
life takes over and your teenage band is just 
the dayjob. 
Euan Andrews 



WE BUILT 



THIS CITY 



™» 




The most rabidly anticipated of reunions and 
sure enough the excitement just steams off 
the screen. They sit reading in hotel rooms 



Dir Sebastian Zuger and Thomas 
Kapeller, 2006, c/o pop, 160 mins 

Cologne's stronghold on German electronic 
music stems from the mid-Nineties, where 
anyone with access to cheap electronics 
and half an idea could carve out something 
approaching a 'career' thanks to the 
underground infrastructure offered by labels 
and record shops Kompakt, A-Musik and 
Groove Attack. So it's no surprise that We 
Built This City sometimes feels nostalgic, 
with Mouse On Mars eulogising the city's 
history, while Holger Czukay of Can and 
Volker Mu Her look further back to the Sixties 
and Seventies. 

The documentary itself is modular in 
design, which neatly compartmentalises 
the 'scenes' in the city at the expense of the 
crossover between zones; then again, there's 
little relation between the Sonig/A-Musik 
and Kompakt/Ware axes these days. 
Mouse On Mars and Sonig come across as 
fantastically playful, articulate hybrid cases; 
Kompakt appears slightly wary and quite 
fastidious, but the shots of their office and 
the legendary Kompakt kitchen flaunt the 
empire's family spirit. Most charming are 
Dominik Eulberg's fauna obsession - his 
interview takes place in one of Cologne's 
animal parks - and Niobe's generous energy, 
humility and quietly articulated steely repose. 
The scene may not be as polyglot as it was 
1 years ago, but from this documentary, 
Cologne still feels like the future - even 
though the droll Justus Kohncke insists 
on complaining about the city's nightlife. 
Jon Dale 




taking tiger mountain 

Words: Miranda lossifidis 



Films from the fringes of London's Frieze Art Fair 



Rituals 

Curated by Christina Ricupero 

Here is a bunch of highly-staged, theatrical 
seeming films, of artificial worlds teeming 
with absurd ritualistic activity, referencing 
soft porn and schlock horror. Markus 
Schinwald's Ten In Love has 1 actors in 
a convent space, silently interacting via 
cryptic prosthetics, and Nathalie Djurberg's 
plasticine stop-frame animation Tiger Licking 
Girl's Buttls glorious, sickly sweet perversion. 

No Matter What, I Will Always 
Be Distant From You 

Curated by Christine Tohme 

These films explore the use of theatrical 
devises within staged performances, and 
their role in video works. In The Cave, 
Wael Shawky walks around an Istanbul 
supermarket reciting a passage from the 
Koran by heart. The title refers to a story of 
Greek origin that is found in the Surah. It tells 
of seven men from Ephesus who took refuge 
from persecution in a cave around 250 AD, 
and slept for 200 years. When they awoke, 
they found that Christianity had become the 
dominant faith of the empire. And all the 
while, shoppers in the surrounding aisles 
continue to fill their baskets. 

Performance Anxiety 

Curated by Maria-Christina Villasenor 

A selection focusing on the agency and 
fashioning of roles in contemporary society. 
Kota Ezawa, a Japanese-German US-based 
artist, makes animated versions of found 
footage by meticulously redrawing each 
frame on a computer program and, through 
her highly stylised aesthetic, draws attention 
to gesture and celebrity culture in The 
Simpson Verdict (pictured above). Like 
20 Impossibles shows what happens when 
a Palestinian film crew decides to avert 
a closed checkpoint via a remote side road, 
and encounters the everyday nature of 
military occupation. Anne Marie Jacir's 
film has won over 1 short film awards and 
premiered at Cannes. 

Film As Event 

Curated by Sharon Lockhart 

These four films playfully explore the 
relationships surrounding the 'performance' 



of a film and interventions with the roles of 
the director, projectionist, audience and 
screen itself. Morgan Fisher's 1976 
Projection Instructions has the narrator 
reading a set of instructions to the 
projectionist regarding the manipulation 
of his machine. Erika Vogt's Surface Screen 
Manipulation is an optically printed copy of 
a handmade animation, which splits the film 
and screen surface over time. And sculptor 
Richard Serra'sfilm Color Aid 'is a piece 
consisting of coloured cards lying on top of 
each other, individually pulled away filling 
the screen with different shades. A chromo- 
therapeutic wonder. 

Bohemian Lobotomy 

Curated by The K2 Aufbau 
Organisation 

The K2 Aufbau Organisation is an artists' 
collective from Munich who have researched 
the Munich soviet republic of 1918/1 9, 
which was brought about by a group of 
artists and intellectuals — the Munich 
Bohemia. For a few months communists 
and anarchists ruled the city. With a 
playwright in charge, calling Lenin to ask 
such questions as "Where's the lavatory 
key?", it was never going to last long. 
Eventually the Freikorps intervened and 
a bloodbath ensued. The K2 Aufbau 
Organisation have explored the artist's 
apparently narrow scope for action, and 
based on this period of history, present a 
video/live performance work. 

Also being shown: An Is What Makes Life 
More Interesting Than Art, America's Most 
Wanted, 40 Years Of The London 
Filmmakers' Co-op, YokoOno's Four 
Instructions For Films and five short films 
specially commissioned by Frieze Art Projects 
that "respond to, comment on, interrupt 
or reflect their cinematic context ". 

Frieze Art Fair is an annual establishment 
affair with ambitious, exciting offshoots. 
On 12- 15 October, there will be a fully 
functioning artists' cinema on site in 
Regents Park in collaboration with LUX, 
a not-for-profit organisation based in 
Dalston, London. 

www.friezeartfair.com 

www.lux.org.uk 
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porn (again) 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Going undercover with No Wave voyeur, Richard Kern 



The last time Richard Kern had a show in London, 
things didn't go very well. "Yeah, the press was 
brutal," he remembers. The exact words of Time 
Outs Sarah Kent were, in fact, "Why is the ICA 
showing this nasty rubbish? Should this man be 
walking free?" 

In a way, it's strange that this type of controversy 
still follows Kern's stylised nude photography, 
now that he's no longer making JG Thirlwell fist- 
fuck Lydia Lunch like he did in his 1 986 super-8 
sleazefest Fingered. 

If he is guilty of anything, it's of getting soft 
over the years - which was also the title of his most 
recent book, a monograph of the kind of soft focus 
erotica championed by nudie magazines before 
the days of hardcore XXX fetish sites about girls 
screwing donkeys or whatever. 




Starting out in New York's punk and new wave 
scene, Kern became famous for capturing the city's 
subcultural girls in compromising positions. Often 
working with friends like Nick Zedd, Lung Leg 
and Henry Rollins, as well as a host of anonymous 
tie-me-up-tie-me-down scenester girls, he 
documented as much as rewrote the exploitation 
cinema that was being screened at the dodgy 
venues on 42nd Street, and temporarily got sucked 
into its unsavoury drug culture. Initially grouped 
with Zedd's 'Cinema Of Transgression', Kern soon 
abandoned film making for photography. The early 
bondage and gore were gradually replaced with less 
sinister portraits, more often made with professional 
models than the drugged out peers he left behind 
when he got his act together and quit the heroin. 

Curiously, in today's double standard culture, 
where extreme pornography has been normalised 
and absorbed into mainstream magazine culture 
at the same time as puritanical fundamentalism 
gets stronger every day, Kern's work, whether 
shoots for Vice magazine, music videos for 
bands like Marilyn Manson or his own books 
and exhibitions, seems almost traditionally 
aesthetic. Kern readily admits there is something 
old-fashioned about his style. 



"There's a whole school of Terry Richardsons 
which Terry is the king of," he says. "There's the 
last generation - Jurgen Teller, Terry and Wolfgang 
Tillmans and then there's this entire fucking gigantic 
massive movement just following along after these 
guys. That seems to me to be what photography 
is today. 

"I'm just older. I actually use some lights." 

So what can we look forward to at 

the exhibition at The Hotel in east London 

this month? 

"I'm going to show seven large photographs 
of girls wearing panties and the panties are 
framed with the photos, like this Japanese-style 
fetish. It's the first time I'm not just showing a 
bunch of photos. It's more like... conceptual shit." 




'I'm right there with 
my nose in those 
panties' 



Do you feel like you need to put your work 
in a gallery to make it 'art'? 

" I swore to god I wasn't going to discuss that 
with anybody! The whole thing about art is context. 
Richard Prince photographed Brook Shields and 
then re-photographed the photograph. But it's 
a different thing from seeing the 'real' photograph 
of Brooke Shields. A photo of a photo puts it in 
a different context." 

So do you need to work in an institution 
like a gallery or a magazine to create tension 
in your work? 

"I'm definitely ambivalent about working with 
institutions. I mean, I don't feel ambivalent about 
not calling my work pornography, because it's not. 
I have shot porn - for me, where you put something 
defines what it is." 



You've said that you would rather not have 
to work in porn and only do your own art. 
What is the difference for you? 

"Porn has a stigma to it. People in porn think I'm 
not in the porn ghetto and ask me how they can get 
out of it, but people in the commercial photography 
world think I'm still in it. 

"I think a person's opinion is formed from the 
moment they step in the gallery. I was looking at 
the stuff at the ICA from my point of view, thinking, 
'Wow, there are a lot of nice portraits here'. And 
then other people come in and see a bunch of naked 
people on the walls and think, 'Why the fuck is this 
place putting this shit up for?' If I were a woman 
doing this, it would be fine." 

It sounds like you're championing art 
galleries for allowing you to raise all these 
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questions, but doesn't that go against your 
heritage of fanzines and low budget films? 

"One of the best things about photography 
used to be that you could duplicate it and everybody 
could see it. Now there's so much that, with my 
show, I was thinking it's better if you can't really see 
it. That's the thing about art: if you wanna see the 
real piece you have to wait or travel. With this show 
I tried to do some pieces that are unique, like these 
panties - you can buy the actual panties. In Japan 
the guy selling the photos usually will have 20 pairs 
of panties and they would stain them in all sorts of 
different ways to go with the set of photos. But 
these are the real set of panties ! " 

Is there a big distance for you between 
subject matter and personal preference? 

" No, I'm right there with my nose in those 
panties. I'm been trying to shot commercials for five 
years now and I get the odd job, but I just figured, 
fuck it, I'll just shoot what I wanna shoot. I like 
seeing girls in panties -what can I say?" 

Richard Kern is showing at The Hotel, 53 Old 
Bethnal Green Road, London E2, Thursday-Sunday 
12-6pm from 1 1 October to 12 November, 
www. gen era I hotel, org 
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rewriting history 

Words: Everett True and Miss AMP 
Illustration: Eric Reynolds 

Nirvana: The True Story. 
The title is ironic 



I don't believe in history, as written by rock 
biographers. I don't believe there is only one 
version; that perception doesn't colour all; that 
if you listen to five people talking about the exact 
same event you won't get five entirely differing, 
clashing versions; that Kurt Cobain was murdered. 
Damn. Let that one slip. 

I don't believe he was murdered. I don't 
particularly go into this in my new Nirvana book 

- partly through lack of time, partly through lack 
of interest- but let's view it this way. Examine 
any event that has happened in the past, however 
trivial, and discrepancies will appear. 9/1 1 . John 

F Kennedy. The death of Princess Diana. The fact 
my cat had to be put down at the age of 1 6. Why 
I forgot to carry the iPod in with me to London this 
morning. All of these could be contested, violently 
and with real - and valid - opinion. That's because 
(and how often would you like me to say this) 
history does not exist except in books. 

The book I have written on Nirvana attempts 
to reflect some of this confliction and confusion 

- whether that makes it a good book or not is not 
for me to judge. I have only tried to present what 

I always try to present: the True version of events. 
But I can honestly say that right now, I despise 
and loathe the book with a burning passion: 
what a fucking belated sell-out! 

ET gets confessional with Miss AMP 

Intheintroyou refer to "...Folk with a vested 
interest in history and shifting units and 
keeping the myth alive." Is this not your 
motivation for writing the book also? If not, 
what is? 

"Most of the accounts of Nirvana focus on 
the drugs and the conspiracy theories. That's not 
my focus; I've deliberately left things out - things 
that would probably help me sell more copies. 
The names of drug connections, the name of the 
person who turned Kurt on to heroin... I'm a music 
journalist, not a tabloid journalist. I wanted to talk 
about the music." 

"Personal journals should remain 
personal," you write in the book. "Confession 
is an act of violence to the unoffending," says 
Tom Stoppard in The Invention Of Love. To 
what extent is writing a memoir of someone 
else's life a betrayal of confidence? 

" It's a massive betrayal of confidence. I felt 
uneasy doing this, I still feel uneasy... it's a weird 
thing. I never intended to stop writing about 
Nirvana - 1 just had to, because Kurt killed himself. 
It took me a long time to start writing about them 
again, but all the accounts made me angry: they 
missed the point- maliciously. The interesting 
thing isn't the music -the music is great, but there's 
loads of great bands. The interesting thing is their 
motivation and their story. Why did, and why do, 
so many kids relate to them? Because Kurt felt 
alienated by society, but also by the music industry 
and the people he knew within that industry. 




I wanted to get that side across. There are certain 
things in the Nirvana story- Kurt's love for riot grrrl, 
for Rough Trade, his disillusionment with society 
and the music industry - that were being written 
out of history by the mainstream, and I wanted to 
rectify that." 

Was writing this book an exorcism for you? 

"It was horrible writing the book. I'm not the 
kind of person who enjoys looking back. I've always 
preferred the present. Half the time it felt like I was 
a member of NA, the amount of recovering addicts 
I was having to talk to when I was over in Seattle. 
It wasn't a book I enjoyed writing, which is probably 
why it took me so long to write it. But, rightly 
or wrongly, one of my motivations was a feeling 
that I was not receiving my rightful dues - that 
I, too, was being written out of history by the 
mainstream. . .written out of it by boring people 
with better paid jobs than me. That's not right! " 

To what extent do you feel that being 
a rock critic is a case of 'always the bridesmaid, 
never the bride?' Do you ever feel jealousy 
towards those you write about? 

"Yes, of course, because I think I'm more 
interesting, wittier and more talented than 99 
per cent of the people I'm writing about. No 
disrespect to musicians, but the vast majority of 
them are complete dullards, taking one idea and 
repeating it ad infinitum. Music journalism is an 
art form, because you have to make boring people 
seem interesting! But I certainly wasn't jealous 
of the people I was writing about back in the day, 
because, well . . .what was said about me at the 
time, one of the reasons these people liked hanging 
out with me was because I was acting like a rock star 
myself. I had a certain lifestyle, I was going to more 
places than 99 per cent of the bands I wrote about 
were, and then I got to write about it all, bigging 
myself up. I've always said that my only ambition 
in my writing isto make people jealous of me, and 
I think I did pretty well there." 

Everett True's Nirvana: The True Story is out now 
on Omnibus 



'Writing a memoir is a 
massive betrayal of 
confidence' 
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on the road again 

Words: Alistair Fitchett 

Beat poets and pioneer spirits lead the way 
in October's comic releases 

I seem to have read a lot of books these past few months 
that involved the modernist tradition of driving around 
or across America, something which, as a non-driver, I am 
unlikely ever to do but which, as an idea, haunts my dreams 
nevertheless. Most enjoyable was James Sallis' Drive which 
is hard-boiled Noir distilled to its essence and immensely 
enjoyable as a result. As I read it I couldn't help thinking 
what a great comic it would make. I thought the same 
about Liza Ward's Outside Valentine, which is a terrific 
fictional account of the Starkweather murders of 1 958: 
I see Eddie Campbell scratching out a disturbing and 
desolate Nebraskan landscape. Willy Vlautin, meanwhile, 
does add his own deft illustrations to his The Motel Life. 
This is a fine, sparely written book in the clipped, precise 
American tradition of, say, Hemingway, and is heartily 
recommended. And, hell, if it's good enough for David 
Peace it's good enough for me. 

But what of real comics? Well, fitting neatly into that 
theme of traversing the USA is the reissue of James Vance 
and Dan Burr's Kings In Disguise (Norton). The ubiquitous 
Alan Moore writes a fine introduction, and hell, if it's 
good enough for Alan Moore. . . From Vance's perfectly 
paced story to Dunn's evocative and exquisitely drawn 
panels Kings In Disguise is a treat. Although this is a tale 
set in the Depression that takes in worker versus corporate 
conflict and the struggles of the hobos, it says as much 
about contemporary America as it does about that country 
of the Thirties - or indeed of Reagan's Eighties, when it 
was originally published. Society, it seems to say, is riddled 
with conflicts and structures which are placed by those 
in positions of power to maintain the status quo. The 
American Dream is a sham: life is hard, and then you die. 
There is downbeat desolation in this tale, but also a certain 
kind of hard-edged hope, a beatitude of vision that uplifts 
in a quiet way. Norton seem to be making a feature of 
reissuing classic titles, and the forthcoming publication 
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The American Dream is 
a sham: life is hard, and 
then you die 



of Will Eisner's New York - Life In The Big City is also 
something to look forward to. 

I wrote previously about how Alan Moore and Melinda 
Gebbie's /.osf G/r/s' was Top Shelf's most important 
publication. Perhaps less important but no less enjoyable 
(and certainly shorter) have been Jeremy Tinder's Cry 
Yourself To Sleep and Max Estes' Coffee And Donuts. 
Tinder's offering throws together three main characters 
in a heartwarming confection peppered by the obligatory 
poop jokes. There is the angry, perennially poor rabbit; 
the guy lost in his head writing autobiographical fictions; 
the soulless robot who seeks a sliver of happiness and 
humanity. Together they tell tales of those struggling to 
make connections, and if that's hardly earth-shattering 
then that's OK: these tales always need to be told. 

Estes is impossible to resist, too. Coffee And Donuts 
is a fabulously simple tale of good guys against bad guys 
(or technically, good cats versus bad cats) and the simple 
delights of a tasty breakfast. Estes has a deceptively simple, 
loose style, and his use of circular and elliptical panels 
through which characters and speech balloons often break 
is an inspired choice. John Darnielle gives it a big-up on 
the cover, and hell, if it's good enough for John Darnielle. . . 

Finally, was it just me, or was the reception to Superman 
Returns this summer somewhat less than rapturous? 
It's a shame, because it wasn't a bad movie. Sure, it was 
no Batman Begins but it was pretty good. It was well 
supported by promotional books too, but there's nothing 
surprising about that. Pick of the crop for me was the 
excellent Superman Cover To Cover collection from Titan. 
Like its Batman counterpart, it's a fabulous journey through 
not only the history of the character and the comics, but 
also through the multitude of styles employed by some of 
the finest cover artists in the business. One for the sofa on 
a wet October weekend, for sure. 



Yoshihiro Tatsumi (Drawn & Quarterly) 

A window cleaner watches his daughter 
have an ill-fated affair, powerless to 
intervene through the glass; a young 
man shares a flat with his elderly mother, 
dreaming of escape; other men, unable 
to make sense of the human world, find 
companionship in animals. 

Writer/artist Yoshihiro Tatsumi's short 
stories vividly capture male anxiety in early 
Seventies Japan, finding drama, tension 
and humour in the mundane strictures of 
everyday life. 

Tatsumi's everyman protagonists are 
trapped by circumstance and the social 
conventions of a changing society. They 
are powerless and have little dialogue, 
their feelings conveyed through expression 
alone. These desperate characters are driven 
to take extreme or repellent action, but 
nonetheless remain sympathetic. 

While the subject matter may be 
repetitive, Tatsumi's precise writing and 
expressive cartooning ensure each story hits 
an individual emotional nerve. A memorable 
and often disturbing collection. 
MarkClapham 




Moomin Book One: The 
| Complete Tove Jansson 
Comic Strip 



Tove Jansson (Drawn & Quarterly) 

While usually seen as being for children, 
the late Tove Jansson's Moominland 
novels {Comet In Moominland, Finn Family 
Moomintroll, Moominland Midwinter, 
The Exploits OfMoominpapa, etal) have 
more than enough subtlety, intelligence 
and charm for adults to enjoy them. 

Jansson's Moomin newspaper strips, 
of which this is the first collection, feature 
all the characters from the books, including 
the hippo-like Moomin family, philosophical 
vagabond Snufkin, the dress-wearing 
Hemulen and dodgy rodent Sniff. However, 
their world has a spikier, bleak sense of 
humour in strip form than it had in prose. 
Daily comic strips require more immediate 
gags and threats to keep up the pace, so 
the Moomin is beleaguered from the offset 
by a motley collection of chancers and 
weirdos disrupting his dreams of a quiet 
life in entertaining ways. 

Jansson's brilliantly odd characters 
enliven every panel, making these surreal, 
freewheeling stories an eccentric joy for kids 
and adults alike. 
MarkClapham 
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the regal revenge of. 

Words: kicking_k 



Neil Hagerty sets the record straight 



OK f so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
the band. Please quote your favourite here. 

" I was named one of the Top 1 00 assholes in the 
entire history of rock'n'roll." (Me, too. It was in 
Chunklet magazine- ET) 
What was the most heinous lie you ever told 
in an interview? Were you caught? 



'I was named one of 
the Top 100 assholes in 
the entire history of 
rock'n'roll' 



"I never lie in interviews." 
What was your worst interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? What was 
the weirdest? 

"None have been 'the worst' or 'weird' perse, but 
I didn't like being interviewed by that Nazi chick 
in Denmark." 

Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve the band, even only in spotting 
a mistake or providing a second opinion? 
"It's good to know what the general vibe of 
a community is like but you can usually just get 
that from looking at sales charts. Otherwise, 
I know press is fun to read for people but it just 
causes confusion to me as a musician. " 
What do you do when a band you don't like 
cite you as an influence? 



" I bow and scrape and beg for money. " 

What's the favourite of your record covers and 

why? What does it, y'know, say about you? 

" I guess if I had to pick, It'd be the cover of Neil 

Michael Hagerty Plays That Good Old Rock And Roll 

- it has the colours of a Chevy Monte Carlo and also 

functions as a resume." 

Are there any territories where you've 

never had any success? Where? Why d'you 

think this is the case? Where are you biggest, 

geographically? 

"The USA is the territory where I've had both the 

grandest success and the greatest lack thereof. " 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 

a fan has done to impress you? 

" Nothing can top the way my mom shot me out of 

her womb, and she's a big fan." 

What's the worst question you've ever 

been asked? 

"Something in Dutch." 

What was your answer? 

"What?" 
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Plan ^/Forecast present 


Plan B"s Frances Morgan and 


The Luminaire, Kilburn High 


Acid Mothers Temple/ 


Louis Pattison. 


Road, London 


Voice Of The Seven Woods 


Doors 7:30 pm, £8 


NYC vocal icon Bozulich supported 


8 November 


www.thepointcardiffbay.com 


by post-rock from Godspeed! You 


Cardiff The Point, Mount 




Black Emporer collaborator Hrsta, 


Stuart Square, Cardiff Bay 


Plan B is also supporting 


raw pop from Ecstatic Peace's 


Totally freak out to Japan's premier 


Unluck Records in 


Montreal faves Tarn and heavy 


exponents of the out-there. Support 


presenting Carla Bozulich, 


bass drone lullabies from Brighton's 


comes from Twisted Nerve's Fahey- 


Hrsta, Tarn and The Tall 


Tall One Behind. 


esque folk explorer Voice Of The 


One Behind 


Doors 8pm, £7 


Seven Woods, plus DJ sets from 


23 October 


www.unluckrecs.com 
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SU B POP PRESENTS WWVST. 
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Cansei Qe Ser Sexy 
OUT NOW! 
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THETHERMALS 



OUT NOW! 



COMETS ON FIRE 
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DEAD MOON 
Echoes of the Pas* 

OUT NOW! 
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AKRON / FAMILY 
MEEK WARRIOR 

BRAND NEW ALBUM FROM 
AKRON /FAMILY AVANT 
FOLK, PSYCHEDELIC GOSPE 
ROCK MUSIC OF THE 
HIGHEST ORDER' THIS 
THREATENS TO BE ONE OF 
THE YEARS FINEST 
RELEASES 
YOUNG GOD RECORDS - CC 



FUCKED UP 
HIDDEN WORLD 

FIRST RELEASE ON JADE 
TFEE FOR TWJS WDELY 

RESPECTED PUNK ROCK 
BAWD, REALLY DISHING OLFT 
HARDCORE LIKE IT SHOULD 
BE MEUROSiS OF OLD 
MEETS THE WIPERS MEETS 
POISON IDE A! 
JADE TREE RECORDS - CD 



CHIN UP CHIN UP 
THIS HARNESS 
CANT RIDE 

ANYTHING 

NEW ALBUM FOR THIS U.S. 

FIVE PIECE. TERSE DISCOR- 
DANT POP YET MELODIC LIKE 
THE CHILLS, EARLY 
PAVEMENT AND EVEN BIG 
AUDIO DYNAMITE PRODUCED 
BY BRIAN DECK 
SUtCtDE SQUEEZE RECORDS 
-CD 




THESE ARMS ARE 

SNAKES 

EASTER 

ONE OF THE ALBUMS OF THE 

YEAR. TAKING A POST 
HARDCORE STANCE ON NEW 
NOISE DRAWING FROM 
DRFVELIKE JEHU. JESUS 
LIZARD. AND LED ZEPPELIN. 
A MASTERPIECE' 
JADE TREE RECORDS -CD 




VINNY PECULIAR 
THE FALL AND RISE 
OF„. 

MANCHESTER'S FINEST 
UNDISCOVERED TUNESMITH 
WITH A BAND COMPRISING OF 
FORMER MEMBERS OF THE 
SMITHS. PiL JULIAN COPE 
eUZZCQCKS AND AZTEC 
CAMERA' -PERHAPS THE 
SMITHS WITH MORE 
DISTORTION. OR TALKING 
HEADS WITH MORE TALKING 
ON SONG - CD 
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kOME MOVIE 

epjc Pop ovEtrroNEs to 

SUNNY BLF 1 1 HO NIC BEAT 
PATTERNS FROM SEATTLE. 
PRODUCED BY BRIAN DEC* 
iND J-iiAruftlNO MEMBERS 
OF THE POSIES. PRESTON 
*' OP INDUSTRY 
mjvoriANOKlNSKl 
PATERU 25 - CD 




BARRY ADAMSON 
THE LONG WAY 
BACK AGAIN 

LIMITED EDITION SINGLE 
RELEASE FROM ONE OF THIS 
YEARS FINEST ALBUMS. 
EXCLUSIVE TRACKS ON 
EACH FORMAT. 10DQOFEACH 
AVAILABLE' D ASK CINEMATIC 
SOUL POP FROM THE 
MASTER 

CENTRAL CONTROL 
INTERNATIONAL * 7" 
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APPRECIATION 

NiftHT 




BOUND STEMS 

APPRECIA' 

NIGHT 

LONG AWAITED DEBU 
_ENC-Th PflOM THIS i 
■-■. '-:i-x:.:am. MO 
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JFdR FAKp Df BLflfcR EYES 

fciNr KILLAND CRASH 
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le in an gooa recora stores and mail orders 

enquiries please emaih mfo (Sfortedi5tribution.co.uk or phone DS707 622864 
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The Come Ons 

on tour 

Stars - New album out now 

wtm.tttecottteoas.com 



Octobers Hull -The Lamp 
October 6 Newcastle - The Digital 
October 7 Glasgow - Barfly 
October 8 Liverpool - Korova 
October 9 London - 93 feet east 



